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NOTE TO THE 
KENSINGTON EDITION 

The collection here reprinted of Letters of Thackeray 
to Mrs. Jane Octavia Brookfiel{l, her husband the 
Reverend William H. Brookfield, and one or two other 
friends, was first published by Mrs. Brookfield in 
Scrihner's Magazine, April to October, 1887. Its his- 
tory is sufficiently indicated in Mrs. Brookfield's few 
words of introduction, and the original publication was 
accompanied by the following note to her from Mrs. 
Ritchie : 

S6a Rosary Gardens, Hereford Square, S. W. 

April 28. 
My dear Mrs. Brookfield: 

I am very glad to hear that you have made a satisfactory ar- 
rangement for publishing your selections from my Father'' s let- 
ters. I am of course imable myself by his expressed wish to do 
anything of the sort. While I am glad to be spared the doubts 
and difficulties of such a work, I have often felt sorry to think 
that no one should ever know more of him. You know better 
than anyone what we should like said or unsaid, and what he 
would have wished; so that I am very glad to think you have 
undertaken the work, and am always your affectionate 

© Anne Ritchie. 

O 

40 A note by the editor of the magazine explained that 
the chronological order had been retained regardless 



of the letters' relative importance; that the dates when 
certain were printed in Roman type— when conjectural, 
in italics within brackets ; and that assistance in deciding 
upon these latter dates, with some annotation additional 
to Mrs. Brookfield's, had been kindly given by Mr. James 
Russell Lowell. The arrangement was in every respect 
retained on the issue of the Letters in book form by the 
publishers of the magazine in the autumn of 1887> and 
is here preserved, no reason having since arisen to 
change the conjectural dates or the order. 

Mrs. Brookfield died in London November 27, 1896. 

The frontispiece of this volume is from one of sev- 
eral of Thackeray's drawings of her published with 
the letters, and dating presumably from about 1847. 
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INTRODUCTION 

XTO writer of recent times is so much quoted as 
-^^ Thackeray; scarcely a week passes without his 
name recurring in one or other of the leading articles 
of the day; and yet whilst his published works retain 
their influence so firmly, the personal impression of his 
life and conversation becomes more and more shadowy 
and indistinct as the friends who knew and loved him 
the most are gradually becoming fewer and passing 
away. 

Thackeray's nature was essentially modest and re- 
tiring. More than once it appears that he had desired 
his daughter to publish no memoir of him. Mrs. Ritchie, 
who alone could do justice to her Father's memory, 
and who has inherited the true woman's share of his 
genius, and of the tender and perceptive sympathy of 
his character, has ever held this injunction sacred, even 
to the extent of withholding all his letters to his family 
from publication. Yet it happens from time to time 
that some chance letters of doubtful authenticity, and 



4 INTRODUCTION 

others utterly spurious, have appeared in print, and have 
even perhaps found acceptance amongst those who, 
knowing him only by his published works, were without 
the true key for distinguishing what was genuine from 
what was simply counterfeit. 

The letters which form this collection were most of 
them written by Mr. Thackeray to my husband, the 
late Rev'd W. H. Brookfield, and myself, from about 
1847, and continuing during many years of intimate 
friendship, beginning from the time when he first lived 
in London, and when he especially needed our sympathy. 
His happy married life had been broken up by the 
malady which fell upon his young wife after the birth 
of her youngest child; his two remaining little girls were 
under his mother's care, at Paris. ]Mr. Thackeray was 
living alone in London. "Vanity Fair" was not yet 
written when these letters begin. His fame was not yet 
established in the world at large; but amongst his close 
personal friends, an undoubting belief in his genius had 
already become strongly rooted. No one earlier than 
my dear gifted husband adopted and proclaimed this 
new faitli. The letters now so informally collected to- 
gether are not a consecutive series ; but they have always 
been carefully preserved with sincere affection by those 
to whom they were written. Some of them are here 
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given without the omission of a word; others are ex- 
tracts from commmiications of a more private character ; 
but if every one of these letters from Thackeray could 
be rightly made public, without the slightest restriction, 
they would all the more redound to his honour. 

Jane Octavia Brookfield. 

29 Carlylb Square, Chelska [1886]. 




[Jan. 1847.] 
[To Mr. Brookfield.^ 

MyDeahW.: 

There will be no dinner at Greenwich on Monday. 
Dickens has chosen that day for a reconciliation banquet 
between Forster and me. 

Is madame gone and is she better? My heart follows 
her respectfully to Devonshire and the dismal scenes of 
my youth. 

I am being brought to bed of my seventh darling with 
inexpressible throes: and dine out every day until Juice 
knows when. 

I will come to you on Sunday night if you like — 
though stop, why shouldn't you, after church, come and 
sleep out here in the country? 

Yours, 

Jos. OSBORN. 
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lAuguat, 1847.] i 

[To Mr. Brookfield.^ ^ 

LE DiMANCHE. 

MoNsiEUK l'Abbe: 

De retour de Gravesend j'ai trouv6 chez moi un billet 
de M. Crowe, qui m'invite k diner demain k 6 heures 
precises a Ampstead. 

En meme temps M. Crowe m'a envoy6 une lettre pour 
vous,— ne vous trouvant pas k votre ancien logement 
(ou Tadresse de Thorrible bouge oil vous demeurez ac- 
tuellement est heureusement ignor^e) — force fut k M. 
Crowe de s'adresser k moi— ii moi qui connais I'ignobk 
caveau que vous occupez indignement, sous les dalles 
humides d'une eglise deserte, dans le voisinage f etide de 
f ourmillants Irlandais. 

Cette lettre, Monsieur, dont je parle— cette lettre— 
je Tai laissee a la maison. Demain il sera trop tard de 
vous faire part de I'aimable invitation de notre ami 
commun. 

Je remplis enfin mon devoir envers M. Crowe en vous 
f aisant savoir ses intentions hospitalieres a votre egard. 
Et je vous quitte, JVIonsieur, en vous donnant les assur- 
ances reiterees de ma haute consideration. 

Chevaliee de TrrMAKSH. 

J'offre k Madame I'Abbesse mes hommages respec- 
tueux. 

1847. 
[To Mr. Brookfield.^ 

]My Deae old B. : 

Can you come and dine on Thursday at six? I shall 
be at home— no party— nothing— only me. And about 



LETTERS OF THACKERAY 9 

your night-cap, why not come out for a day or two, 

though the rooms are very comfortable in the Church 

vaults.^ Farewell. 

Ever your 

Louisa. 
(And Madam, is she well?) 



[1847.] 
^Enclosing the following noteS\ 

Temple, 8 Nov. 
My Deak Thackeray : 

A thousand thanks. It will do admirably, and I will 
not tax you again in the same manner. Don't get ner- 
vous or think about criticism, or trouble yourself about 
the opinions of friends; you have completely beaten 
Dickens out of the inner circle already. I dine at Gore 
House to-day ; look in if you can. 

Ever yours, 

A. H. 
Madam : 

Although I am certainly conmiitting a breach of con- 
fidence, I venture to offer my friend up to you, because 
you have considerable humour, and I think will possibly 

^In this Letter, and elsewhere, reference is made to my husband's living 
in the ** church vaults." Our income at this time was very small, and a long 
illness had involved us in some difficulty. Mr. Brookfield*s aversion to debt 
and his firm rectitude of principle decided him to give up our lodgings, and 
to remove by himself into the vestry of his District Church, which was situated 
in a very squalid neighborhood. Here he could live rent free, and in the 
midst of his parish work, whilst he sent me to stay with my dear father, the 
late Sir Charles Elton, at Clevedon Court, for the recovery of my health. 
At this juncture our circumstances gradually brightened. Mr. Thackeray, 
my uncle, Mr. Hallam, and other friends interested themselves towards 
obtaining better preferment for Mr. Brookfield, whose great ability and high 
character were brought to the notice of Lord Lansdowne, then President of 
the Coandi, and head of the Education Department. He appointed Mr. 
Brookfield to be one of H. M. Inspectors of Schools, an employment which 
was veiy congenial to him. Our difficulties were then removed, and we were 
able to establish ourselves in a comfortable house in Portman Street, to 
wMch so many of these letters are addressed. 
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laugh at him. You know you yoursdf often hand over 
some folks to some other folks, and deserve to be treated 
as you treat others. 

The circumstances arose of a letter which H sent 

me, containing prodigious compliments. I answered 
that these praises from all quarters frightened me rather 
than elated me, and sent him a drawing for a lady's al- 
bum, with a caution not to ask for any more, hence the 
reply. Ah! Madame, how much richer truth is than 
fiction, and how great that phrase about the ** inner cir- 
cle " is. 

I write from the place from which I heard your little 
voice last night, I mean this morning, at who knows how 
much o'clock. I wonder whether you will laugh as mud 
as I do ; my papa in the next room must think me insane, 
but I am not, and am of Madame, the Serviteur and 
Frh-e affectionnS. 

W. M. T. 

[1847.] 
[To Mr. Brookfield.^ 

My deak W. H. B.: 

I daresay you are disgusted at my not coming to the 
bougCj on Sunday night, but there was a good reason, 
which may be explained if required hereafter. And I 
had made up my account for some days at Southampton, 
hoping to start this day, but there is another good reason 
for staying at home. Poor old grandmother's will, bur- 
ial &c., detained me in town. Did you see her death in 
the paper? 

Why I write now, is to beg, and implore, and intreat 
that you and Mrs. Brookfield will come and take these 
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three nice little rooms here, and stop with me mitil you 
have found other lodgment. It will be the very great- 
est comfort and kindness to me, and I shall take it quite 
hangry if you don't come. Will you come on Saturday 
now ? the good things you shall have for dinner are qiiite 
incredible. I have got a box of preserved apricots from 
Fortnum and Mason's which alone ought to make any 
lady happy, and two shall be put under my lady's pil- 
low every night. Now do come— and farewell. My 
barb is at the postern. I have had him clipped and his 
effect in the Park is quite tremenjus. 

]\mk U \iJt Um^Iu. 1iu| LJy pJUu 44KHm^ UiJst 



j(^ ^tjuu^^^jji i^oA ^ tAL^ Im^ U §k%^ jM^Ww 




Brussels, Friday [28 July], 1848. 
I have just had a dreadful omen. Somebody gave me 
a paper-knife with a mother of pearl blade and a beauti- 
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f ul Silver handle. Annie recognised it in a minute, lying 
upon my dressing table, with a " Here's Mrs. So and So's 
butter knife." I suppose she cannot have seen it above 
twice, but that child remembers everything. Well, this 
morning, being fairly on my travels, and having the 
butter knife in my desk, I thought I would begin to cat 
open a book I had bought, never having as yet had 
occasion to use it. The moment I tried, the blade 
broke away from the beautiful handle. What does this 
portend? It is now— [here drawing] There is a blade 
and there is a hilt, but they refuse to act together. Some- 
thing is going to happen I am sure. 

I took leave of my family on Sunday, after a 
day in the rain at Hampton Court. . . . For- ii 
ster^ was dining with Mr. Chapman the pub- 
lisher, where we passed the day. His article in the Ex- 
aminer did not please me so much as his genuine good 
nature in insisting upon walking with Annie at nigbt, 
and holding an umbrella over her through the pouring 
rain. Did you read the Spectator's sarcastic notice of V. 
F.? I don't think it is just, but think Kintoul is a very 
honest man and rather inclined to deal severely with his 
private friends, lest he should fall into the other ex- 
treme;— to be sure he keeps out of it, I mean the other 
extreme, very well. 

I passed Monday night and part of Tuesday in the 
artless society of some officers of the 21st, or Royal 

*John Forster, the intimate friend of Charles Dickens, 

and well-known writer. 
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Scots Fusiliers, in garrison at Canterbury. We went 
to a barrack room, where we drank a bout, out of a Silver 
cup and a glass. I heard such stale old garrison stories. 
I recognised among the stories many old friends of my 
youth, very pleasant to meet when one was eighteen, but 
of whom one is rather shy now. Not so these officers, 
however; they tell each other the stalest and wickedest 
old Joe Millers; the jolly grey-headed old majors have 
no reverence for the beardless ensigns, nor xnce-versa. I 
heard of the father and son in the other regiment in 
garrison at Canterbury, the Slashers if you please, being 
carried up drunk to bed the night before. Fancy what 
a life. Some of ours,— I don't mean yours Madam, but 
I mean mine and others— are not much better, though 
more civilised. 

We went to see the wizard Jacobs at the theatre, he 
came up in the midst of the entertainment, and spoke 
across the box to the young officers;— he knows them in 
private life, they think him a good fellow. He came up 
and asked them confidentially, if they didn't like a trick 
he had just performed. " Neat little thing isn't it? " the 
great Jacobs said, "I brought it over from Paris." 
They go to his entertainment every night, fancy what 
a career of pleasure 1 

A wholesome young Squire with a large brown face 
and a short waistcoat, came up to us and said, " Sorry 
you're goin', I have sent up to barracks a great lot o' 
rabhutsf' They were of no use, those rabhuts; the 21st 
was to march the next day. I saw the men walking about 
on the last day, taking leave of their sweethearts, (who 
will probably be consoled by the Slashers) . 

I was carried off by my brother-in-law through the 
rain, to see a great sight, the regimental soup-tureens 
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and dishcoTers, before they were put away. " Feel that " 
says he, "William, just feel the weight of thati" I 
was called upon twice to try the weight of that soup 
dish,and expressed the very highest gratification at being 
admitted to that privilege. Poor simple young fellowi 
and old youngsters I I felt ashamed of myself tor spy- 
ing out their follies and fled from them and came off to 
Dover. It was pouring with rain all day, and I had 
no opportunity of putting anything into the beautiful 
new sketch books. 

I passed an hour in the Cathedral, which seemed all 
beautiful to me; the fifteenth Century part, the thii^ 
teenth century part, and the crypt above all, whidi th^ 
say is older than the Conquest. The most charming, 
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armonious, powerful combination of shafts and arches, 
eautiful whichever way you saw them developed, like 
fine music or the figures in a Kaleidoscope, rolling out 
lysteriously, a beautiful foundation for a beautiful 
uilding. I thought how some people's towering intel- 
K;ts and splendid cultivated geniuses rise upon simple, 
eautiful foundations hidden out of sight, and how this 
light be a good simile, if I knew of any very good and 
dse man just now. But I don't know of many, do you ? 
Part of the Crypt was given up to French Calvinists ; 
nd texts from the French Bible of some later sect are 
till painted on the pillars, surrounded by French oma- 
lents, looking very queer and out of place. So, for the 
latter of that, do we look queer and out of place in that 
^and soaring artificial building: we may put a shovel 
at on the pinnacle of the steeple, as Omar Sd a crescent 
n the peak of the church at Jerusalem ; but it does not 
elong to us, I mean according to the fitness of things. 
Ve ought to go to church in a very strong, elegant, 
eautifully neat room; croziers, and banners, incense, 
nd jimcracks, grand processions of priests and monks 
with an inquisition in the distance), and lies, avarice, 
jrranny, torture, all sorts of horrible and unnatural op- 
pressions and falsehoods kept out of sight ; such a place 
s this ought to belong to the old religion. How some- 
ody of my acquaintance would like to walk into a beau- 
iful calm confessional and go and kiss the rood or the 
avement of a'Becket's shrine. Fancy the church quite 
uU ; the altar lined with pontifical gentlemen bobbing up 
nd down ; the dear little boys in white and red flinging 
bout the incense pots; the music roaring out from the 
rgans ; all the monks and clergy in their stalls, and the 
rchbishop on his throne— O ! how fine ! And then think 
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of the -f- of our Lord speaking quite simply to simpk 
Syrian people, a child or two maybe at his knees, as he 
taught them that love was the truth. Ah 1 as one thinks 
of it, how grand that figure looks, and how small all the 
rest ; but I dare say I am getting out of my depth. 

I came on hither [to Brussels] yesterday, having 
passed the day previous at Dover, where it rained inces- 
santly, and where I only had the courage to write the 
first sentence of this letter, being utterly cast down and 
more under the influence of blue devils than I ever re- 
member before ; but a fine bright sky at five o'clock in 
the morning, and a jolly brisk breeze, and the ship cut- 
ting through the water at fifteen miles an hour, restored 
cheerfulness to this wearied spirit, and enabled it to pa^ 
take freely of beefsteak and pommes-de'terre at Ostend; 
after an hour of which amusement, it was time to take 
the train and come on to Brussels. The country is de- 
lightfully well cultivated ; all along the line you pass by 
the most cheerful landscapes with old cities, gardens, 
cornfields and rustic labour. 

At the table d'hote I sat next a French Grentleman 
and his lady. She first sent away the bread; she then 
said ''mais, mon ami, ce potage est abominable; ** then she 
took a piece of pudding on her fork, not to eat, but to 
smell, after which she sent it away. Experience told me 
it was a little grisette giving herself airs, so I compli- 
mented the waiter on the bread, recommended the soup 
to a man, and took two portions of the pudding, imder 
her nose. 

Then we went (I found a companion, an ardent ad- 
mirer, in the person of a Manchester merchant) to the 
play, to see Dejazet, in the '^Gentil Bernard^ of which 
piece I shall say nothinpr, but I think it was the wicked- 
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est I ever saw, and one of the pleasantest, adorably 
funny and naughty. As the part (Gentil Bernard is a 
prodigious rake,) is acted by a woman, the reality is 
taken from it, and one can bear to listen, but such a little 
rake, such charming impudence, such little songs, such 
little dresses I She looked as mignonne as a china image, 
and danced, fought, sang and capered, in a way that 
would have sent Walpole mad could he have seen her. 

And now writing has made me hungry, and if you 
please I will go and breakfast at a Cafe with lots of 
newspapers, and gar9ons bawling out '' Voila M'rieu '' 
—how pleasant to think of 1 The Manchester admirer 
goes to London to-day and will take this. If you want 
any more please send me word Voste Restante at Spa. 

I am going to-day to the Hotel de la Terrasse, where 
Becky used to live, and shall pass by Captain Osborn's 
lodgings, where I recollect meeting him and his little 
wife — who has married again somebody told me;— but 
it is always the way with these grandes passions— TAts. 
Dobbins, or some such name, she is now ; always an over- 
rated woman, I thought. How curious it is! I believe 
perfectly in all those people, and feel quite an interest 
in the Inn in which they lived. 

GkKxl bye, my dear gentleman and lady, and let me 
hear the latter is getting well. 

W. M. T. 

Hotel des Pays Bas, Spa. 

August 1st to 5th. 1848. 
My deab friends: 

Whoever you may be who receive these lines,— for 
unless I receive a letter from the person whom I pri- 
vately mean, I shall send them post-paid to somebody 
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else,— I have the pleasure to infonn you, tliat on yei- 
terday, the 80th, at 7 A.M., I left Snivels, wifh ^diidi I 
was much pleased, and not a little tired, and arrived quite 
safe per railroad and diligence at the watering place of 
Spa. I slept a great deal in the coach, having bou^ t 
book at Brussels to amuse me, and having for oompaih 
ions, three clergymen (of the deplorable Romish faith) 
with large idolatrous three-cornered hats, who read their 
breviaries all the time I was awake, and I have no doubt 
gave utterance to their danmable Popish opinions when 
the stranger's ears were closed ; and lucky for the priesti 
that I was so situated, for speaking their language t 
great deal better than they do themselves (being not 
only image- worshippers but Belgians, whose jargon is 
as abominable as their superstition) I would have en- 
gaged them in a controversy, in which I daresay they 
would have been utterly confounded by one who had the 
Thirty-nine Articles of truth on his side. Their hats 
could hardly get out of the coach door when they quitted 
the carriage, and one of them, when he took off his, to 
make a parting salute to the company, quite extin- 
guished a little passenger. 

We arrived at Spa at two o'clock, and being driven on 
the top of the diligence to two of the principal hotels, 
they would not take me in as I had only a little portman- 
teau, or at least only would offer me a servant's bed- 
room. These miserable miscreants did not see by my 
appearance that I was not a flunkey, but on the contrary! 
a great and popular author; and I intend to have two 
fine pictures painted when I return to England, of the 
landlord of the Hotel d'Orange refusing a bed-chamber 
to the celebrated Titmarsh, and of the proprietor of the 
Hotel d'York, offering Jeames a second-floor bade 
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closet. Poor misguided people! It was on the 80th 
July 1848. The first thing I did after at length secur- 
ing a handsome apartment at the Hotel des Pays Bas, 
was to survey the town and partake of a glass of water 
at the Pouhon well, where the late Peter the Great, the 
imperator of the Bo-Russians appears also to have 
drunk; so that two great men at least have refreshed 
themselves at that fountain. I was next conducted to 
the baths, where a splendid concert of wind and stringed 
instruments was performed under my window, and many 
hundreds of gentle-folks of all nations were congregated 
in the public walk, no doubt to celebrate my arrival. 
They are so polite however at this place of elegant ease, 
that they didn*t take the least notice of the Illustrious 
Stranger, but allowed him to walk about quite unmo- 
lested and, (to all appearance) unremarked. I went to the 
table d'hdte with perfect affability, just like an ordinary 
person ; an ordinary person at the table d'hdte, mark the 
pleasantry. If that joke doesn't make your sides ache, 
what, my dear friend, can move you ? We had a number 
of good things, fifteen or sixteen too many I should say. 
I was myself obliged to give in at about the twenty-fifth 
dish ; but there was a Flemish lady near me, a fair blue- 
eyed being, who carried on long after the English au- 
thor's meal was concluded, and who said at dinner to- 
day, (when she beat me by at least treble the amount of 
victuals) that she was languid and tired all day, and an 
invalid, so weak and delicate that she could not walk. 
**No wonder," thought an observer of human nature, 
'who saw her eating a second supply of lobster salad, 
i^hich she introduced with her knife, " no wonder, my 
blue-eyed female, that you are ill, when you take such a 
preposterous quantity of nourishment;" but as the wa- 
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ters of this place are eminently f erruginous» I presume 
that she used the knife in question for the purpose of 
taking steel with her dinner. The subject I fed is 
growing painful, and we will, if you please, turn to more 
delicate themes. 

I retired to my apartment at seven, with the same book 
which I had purchased, and which sent me into a second 
sleep until ten when it was time to go to rest. At eight 
I was up and stirring, at 8.80 I was climbing the brow 
of a little mountain which overlooks this pretty town, 
and whence, from among firs and oaks, I could look 
down upon the spires of the church, and the roofs of 
the Redoute, and the principal and inferior buildiogs 
and the vast plains, and hills beyond, topped in many 
places with pine woods, and covered with green crops 
and yellow com. Had I a friend to walk hand in hand 
with, him or her, on these quiet hills, the promenade me- 
thinks might be pleasant. I thought of many such as I 
paced among the rocks and shrubberies. Breakfast suc- 
ceeded that solitary, but healthy reverie, when coffee and 
eggs were served to the Victim of Sentiment. Sketdi- 
book in hand, the individual last alluded to set forth in 
quest of objects suitable for his pencil. But it is more 
respectful to Nature to look at her and gaze with plea- 
sure, rather than to sit down with pert assurance, and 
begin to take her portrait. A man who persists in 
sketching, is like one who insists on singing during the 
performance of an opera. What business has he to be 
trying his stupid voice? He is not there to imitate, but 
to admire to the l)est of his power. Thrice the rain came 
down and drove me away from my foolish endeavours, 
as I was making the most abominable caricatures of 
pretty, quaint cottages, shaded by huge ancient trees. 
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n the evening was a fine music at the Redoute, which 
ig concluded, those who had a inind were free to re- 
r to a magnificent neighbouring saloon, superbly 
ited, where a great number of persons were assembled 
using themselves, round two tables covered with 
en cloth and ornamented with a great deal of money. 
ey were engaged at a game which seems very simple ; 
i side of the table is marked red and the other black, 
I you have but to decide which of the red or the black 
1 prefer, and if the colour you choose is turned up on 
cards, which a gentleman deals, another gentleman 
x)site to him gives you five franks, or a napoleon or 
atever sum of money you have thought fit to bet upon 
ir favourite colour. 

Jut if your colour loses, then he takes your napoleon. 
is he did, I am sorry to say, to me twice, and as I 
ught this was enough, I came home and wrote a let- 
full of nonsense to— 



[August 11th} 

Dear Mrs. Brookfield : 

Tou see how nearly you were missing this delightful 
er, for upon my word I had packed it up small and 
( going to send it off in a rage to somebody else, this 
Y day, to a young lady whom some people think over- 
jd very likely, or to some deserving person, when, O 
;a e felicitd ( I don't know whether that is the way to 
U gioja, but rather pique myself on the g) when O! 
heur suprSme, the waiter enters my door at 10 o'clock 

morning, just as I had finished writing page seven 
?ENDENNIS, and brings me the Times newspaper 

a beautiful thick 2/4 letter, in a fine large hand. I 
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eagerly seized— the newspaper, (ha ha! I had somebody 
there) and was quickly absorbed in its contents. The 
news from Ireland is of great interest and importance, 
and we may indeed return thanks that the deploraUe 
revolution and rebellion, which everybody anticipated in 
that country, has been averted in so singular, I may say 
unprecedented a manner. How pitiful is the figure cut 
by Mr. Smith 0*Brien, and indeed by Popery alto- 
gether ! &c. &c. 

One day is passed away here very like its defunct 
predecessor. I have not lost any more money at the 
odious gambling table, but go and watdi the players 
there with a great deal of interest. There are ladies 
playing— young and pretty ones too. One is very like a 
lady I used to know, a curate's wife in a street off Golden 
Square, whatdyoucallit street, where the pianoforte 
maker lives; and I daresay this person is puzzled why 
I always go and stare at her so. She has her whole soul 
in the pastime, puts out her five-franc pieces in the most 
timid way, and watches them disappear under the croth 
pier's rake with eyes so uncommonly sad and tender, that 
I feel inclined to go up to her and say " Madam, you are 
exceedingly like a lady, a curate's wife whom I once 
knew, in England, and as I take an interest in you, I 
wish you would get out of this place as quick as you can, 
and take your beautiful eyes off the black and red." 
But I suppose it would be thought rude if I were to 
make any such statement and— Ah! what do I remem- 
ber? There's no use in sending off this letter to-day, 
this is Friday, and it cannot be delivered on Sunday in 
a Protestant metropolis. There was no use in hurrying 

home from Lady , ( Never mind, it is only an Irish 

baronet's wife, who tries to disguise her Limerick 
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brogue, but the fact is she has an exceedingly pretty 
daughter), I say there was no use in hurrying home so 
as to get this off by the post. 

Yesterday I didn't know a soul in this place, but got 
in the course of the day a neat note from a lady who had 
the delight of an introduction to me at D-v-nsh-re 
House, and who proposed tea in the most flattering 
manner. Now, I know a French duke and duchess, and 
at least six of the most genteel persons in Spa, and some 
of us are going out riding in a few minutes, the rain 
having cleared off, the sky being bright, and the sur- 
rounding hills and woods looking uncommonly green 
and tempting. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

A pause of two hours is supposed to have taken place 
since the above was written. A gentleman enters, ajs if 
from horseback, into the room No. 82 of the Hotel des 
Pays Bas, looking on to the fountain in the Grande 
Place. He divests himself of a part of his dress, which 
has been spattered with mud during an arduous but de- 
lightful ride aver commons, roads, woods, nay, moun- 
tains. He curls his hair in the most killing manner, and 
prepares to go out to dinner. The purple shadows are 
falling on the Grande Place, and the roofs of the houses 
looking westward are in a flame. The clock of the old 
church strikes six. It is the appointed hour; he gives 
one last glance at the looking- gla^s, and his hist thought 
is for— {see page 4i—Uist three words.) 

The dinner was exceedingly stupid, I very nearly fell 
asleep by the side of the lady of the house. It was all 
over by nine o'clock, half an hour before Payne comes 
to fetch you to bed, and I went to the gambling house 
and lost two napoleons more. May this be a warning to 
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aU dissipated middle-aged persons. I have just got two 
new novels from the library by Mr. Fieldmg; the <xm 
is Amelia J the most delightful portrait of a woman that 
surely ever was painted; the other is Joseph Andretoij 
irfaidi gives me no partietdar pleasure, for it is both 
coarse and careless, and the author makes an absurd brag 
of his twopenny learning, upon which he values himself 
evidently more than upon the best of his own qualities. 
Good night, you see I am writing to you as if I was talk- 
ing. It is but ten o'clock, and yet it seems quite time 
here to go to bed. . . . 

I have got a letter from Annie, so clever, humorous 
and wise, that it is fit to be printed in a book. As for 
Miss Jingleby, I admire her pretty face and manners 
more than her singing, which is very nice, and just what 
a lady's should be, but I believe my heart is not engaged 
in that quarter. Why there is six times as much writing 
in my letter as in yours! you ought to send me ever so 
many pages if bargains were equal between the male 
and female, but they never are. There is a prince here 
who is seventy-two years of age and wears frills to his 
trowsers. 

What if I were to pay my bill and go off this minute 
to the Rhine? It would be better to see that than these 
genteel dandies here. I don't care about the beauties of 
the Rhine any more, but it is always pleasant and 
friendly. There is no reason why I should not sleep at 
Bonn to-night, looking out on the Rhine opposite 
Drachenfels— that is the best way of travelling surely, 
never to know where you are going imtil the moment 
and fate say "go." Who knows? By setting off at 
twelve o'clock, something may happen to alter the whole 
course of my life? perhaps I may meet with some beau- 
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tif ul creature who • • • But then it is such a bore, pack- 
ing up those shirts. I wonder whether anybody will 
write to me poste restante at Homburg, near Frankf ort- 
on-the-Maine? And if you would kindly send a line to 
Annie at Captain Alexander's, Montpellier Road, 
Twickenham, telling her to write to me there and not 
at Brussels, you would add, Madame, to the many obli- 
gations you have already conferred on 

Your most faithful servant, 

W. M. Thackeray. 

I have made a dreadful dumpy little letter, but an en- 
velope would cost 1/2 more. I don't like to say any- 
thing disrespectful of Dover, as you are going there, but 
it seemed awfully stupid. May I come and see you as 
I pass through? A line at the Ship for me would not 
fail to bring me. 

21 August. [1848] Home. 

[To Mr. Brookfield.] 

MtdeaboldB.: 

I am just come back and execute my &st vow, which 
was to tell you on landing that there is a certain bath 
near Minden, and six hours from Cologne *by the rail- 
way (so that people may go aU the way at their ease) 
where all sorts of complaints— including of course yours, 
all and several, are to be cured. The bath is Rehda, sta- 
tion Rehda. Dr. Sutro of the London German Hos- 
pital, knows all about it. I met an acquaintance just 
come thence, (a Mrs. Bracebridge and her mari) who 
told me of it. People are ground yoimg there— a young 
physician has been cured of far gone tubercles in the 
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lungs; maladies of languor, rheumatism, liver com- 
plaints, all sorts of wonders are performed there, espe- 
cially female wonders, 

Y not take Madame there, go, drink, bathe, and be 
cured? Y not go there as well as anywhere else this 
summer season? Y not come up and see this Grerman 
doctor, or ask Bullar to write to him? Do, my dear old 
fellow ; and I will vow a candle to honest Home's chapel 
if you are cured. Did the Vienna beer in which I drank 
your health, not do you any good? Gkxl bless you, my 
dear Brookfield, and believe that I am always affec- 
tionately yours, W. M. T, 

[1848.] 

My dear Mrs. Brookfield: 

Now that it is over and irremediable I am thinking 
with a sort of horror of a bad joke in the last niunber of 
Vanity Fair, which may perhaps annoy some body whom 
I wouldn't wish to displease. Amelia is represented as 
having a lady's maid, and the lady's maid's name is 
Payne. I laughed when I wrote it, and thought that 
it was good fun, but now, who knows whether you and 
Payne and everj'^body won't be angry, and in fine, I am 
in a great tremor. The only way will be, for you I fear 
to change Payne's name to her Christian one. Pray 
don't be angry if you are, and forgive me if I have 
offended. You know you are only a piece of Amelia, 
my mother is another half, my poor little wife — y est 
pour beaucoup. 

and I am 

Yours most sincerely 

W. M. Thackeray. 

I hope you will write to say that you forgive me. 
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October 1848, 

13 Young Street, Ejbnsinoton. 
My Dear Ladt Brookfield: 

I wrote you a letter three nights ago in the French 
language, describing my disappointment at not having 
received any news of you. Those which I had from 
Mrs. Turpin were not good, and it would have been a 
pleasure to your hiunble servant to have had a line. Mr. 
William dined with the children good-naturedly on Suti- 
day, when I was yet away at Brighton. 

My parents are not come yet, the old gentleman hav- 
ing had an attack of illness to which he is subject; but 
they promised to be with me on Tuesday, some day next 
week I hope. I virtuously refused three invitations by 
this day's post, and keep myself in readiness to pass the 
first two or three evenings on my Papa's lap. 

That night I wrote to you the French letter, I wrote 
one to Miss Brandauer, the governess, warning her off. 
I didn't send either. I have a great mind to send yours 
though, it is rather funny, though I daresay with plenty 
of mistakes, and written by quite a different man, to the 
Englishman who is yours respectfully. A language I 
am sure would change a man ; so does a handwriting. I 
am sure if I wrote to you in this hand, and adopted it 
for a continuance, my disposition and sentiments would 
alter and all my views of life. I tried to copy, not now 
but the other day, a letter Miss Procter showed me from 
her uncle, in a conmiercial hand, and found myself after 
three pages quite an honest, regular, stupid, commercial 
man ; such is sensibility and the mimetic faculty in some 
singularly organised beings. How many people are 
you? You are Dr. Packman's Mrs. B, and Mrs. Jack- 
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son's Mrs. B, and Ah I you are my Mrs. B. you know 
you are now, and quite diflPerent to us all» and you are 
your sister's Mrs. B. and Miss Wynne's, and you make 
gentle fun of us all round to your private B. and o£Per 
us up to make him sport You see I am making you 
out to be an Ogre's wife, and poor William the Ogre, 
to whom you serve us up cooked for dinner. Well, stick 
a knife into me, here is my husam; I won't cry out, you 
poor Ogre's wife, I know you are good natured and 
soft-hearted au fond. 

I have been re-reading the Hoggarty Diamond this 
morning ; upon my word and honour, if it doesn't make 
you cry, I shall have a mean opinion of you. It was 
written at a time of great affliction, when my heart was 
very soft and hiunble. Amen. Ich habe auch viel geliehi. 

Why shouldn't I start off this instant for the G. W. 
Station and come and shake hands, and ask your family 
for some dinner; I should like it very much. Well, I 
am looking out of the window to see if the rain will stop, 
or give me an excuse for not going to Hatton to the 
Chief Baron's. I won't go— that's a comfort. 

I am writing to William to ask him to come and dine 
to-morrow, we will drink your health if he comes. I 
should like to take another sheet and go on tittle-tattling, 
it drops off almost as fast as talking. I fancy you 
lying on the sofa, and the boy outside, walking up and 
down the oss. But I won't. To-morrow is Sunday. 
Good bye, dear lady, and believe me yours in the most 
friendly manner. W. M. T. 

[Reply to an invitation to dinner, a few days later.'] 

Had I but ten minutes sooner 
Got your hospitable line, 
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*Twould have been delight and honour 

With a gent like you to dine;— 
But my word is passed to others, 

Fitz, he is engaged too: 
Agony my bosom smothers, 

As I write adieu, adieu I 



{^lAnes sent in a note of about this date."] 

I was making this doggerel instead of writing my 
Punch this morning, shall I send it or no? 

*Tis one o'clock, the boy from Punch is sitting in the 

passage here. 
It used to be the hour of limch at Fortman Street, near 

Portman Squeer. 
01 stupid little printers' boy, I cannot write, my head is 

queer. 
And all my foolish brains employ in thinking of a lady 

dear. 
It was but yesterday, and on my honest word it seems 

a year — 
As yet that person was not gone, as yet I saw that lady 

dear- 
She's left us now, my boy, and all this town, this life, 

is blank and drear. 
Thou printers' devil in the hall, didst ever see my lady 

dear. 
You'd understand, you little knave, I think, if you 

could only see her. 
Why now I look so glum and grave for losing of this 

lady dear. 
A lonely man I am in life, my business is to joke and 

jeer. 
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A lonely man without a wife, God took from me a 

lady dear. 
A friend I had, and at his side,— the story dates from 

seven long year — 
One day I found a blushing bride, a tender lady kind 

and dear! 
They took me in, they pitied me, they gave me kindly 

words and cheer, 
A kinder welcome who shall see, than yours, O, friend 

and lady dear? 

The rest is wanting. 

1848. 

[To Mr. Brookfield.l 

My dear Vieux : 

When I came home last night I found a beautiful 
opera ticket for this evening,— Jenny Lind, charming 
bally, box 72.— I am going to dine at home with the 
children and shall go to the opera, and will leave your 
name down below. Do come and we will sit, we 2, and 
see the piece like 2 lords, and we can do the other part 
afterwards. I present my respectful compliments to 
Mrs. Brookfield and am yours, 

W. M, T. 

If you can come to dinner, there's a curry, 

Oct. 4th 1848 

Dear Mrs. Brookfield: 

If you would write me a line to say that you made a 
good journey and were pretty well, to Sir Thomas Cul- 
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lam's, Hardwick, Bury St Edmunds, you would con- 
fer indeed a favour on yours respectfully, William 
dined here last night and was pretty cheerful. As I 
passed by Portman Street, after you were gone, just 
to take a look up at the windows, the usual boy started 
forward to take the horse. I laughed a sad laugh. I 
didn't want nobody to take the horse. It's a long time 
since you were away. The cab is at the door to take 
me to the railroad. Mrs. Procter was very kind and 
Adelaide sjrmpathised with me. I have just opened my 
desk, there are all the papers I had at Spa—Pendennis, 
unread since, and your letter. Good bye dear Mrs. 

Brookfield, always yours, 

W. M. T. 

Uhomme propose. Since this was wrote the author 
went to the railroad, found that he arrived a minute too 
late, and that there were no trains for 4^ hours. So I 
came back into town and saw the publishers, who 
''^fiTS^d ^^^ implored me so, not to go out pleasuring, 
&C., that I am going to Brighton instead of Bury. 
I looked in the map, I was thinking of coming to 
Weston- Super-Mare,— only it seemed such a hint. 

[Club] 

[To Mr. Brookfield] 

October 1848. 
My d£A£ Reverence: 

I take up the pen to congratulate you on the lovely 

weather, which must, with the company of those to 

whom you are attached, render your stay at Clevedon* 

*Clevcdon Court, Somersetshire, often referred to in these letters, and 
already mentioned in the note p. 9, the home of Sir Charles Elton, Mrs. 
Brookfleld's father. 
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so delightful. It snowed here this morning, since ndiidi 
there has been a fog succeeded by a drizzly rain. I 
have passed the day writing and trying to alter Pen- 
dennis, which is without any manner of doubt, awfulhr 
stupid; the very best passages, which pleased the 
author only last week, looking hideously dull by the 
dull fog of this day. I pray, I pray, that it may be the 
weather. Will you say something for it at church next 
Sunday? 

My old parents arrived last night, it was quite a algfat 
to see the poor old mother with the children : and Brad- 
bury, the printer, coming to dun me for Pendeniiis 
this morning. I slunk away from home, where writing 
is an utter impossibility, and have been operating on it 
here. The real truth is now, that there is half an hour 
before dinner, and I don't know what to do, unless I 
write you a screed, to pass away the time. There are 
secret and selfish motives in the most seemingly gen- 
erous actions of men. 

T'other day I went to Harley Street and saw the most 
beautiful pair of embroidered slippers, worked for a 
lady at whose feet . • • ; and I begin more and 
more to think Adelaide Procter, an unconunonly nice, 
dear, good girl. Old Dilke of the Athenceum, vows that 
Procter and his wife, between them, wrote Jane Eyre, 
and when I protest ignorance, says, " Pooh I you know 
who wrote it, you are the deepest rogue in England, 
&c." I wonder whether it can be true? It is just pos- 
sible, and then what a singular circimistance is the 

Clevedon Court dates from the reign of Edward II. (1307 to 1397), and 
though added to and altered in Elizabeth^s time, the original plan caa be 
clearly traced and much of the 14lh Century woric is untouched. Tbe manor 
of Clevedon passed into the hands of the Eltons in 1709, the present poi- 
sessor being Sir Edmund Elton, 8th Baronet. 

The manor-house is the original of Castlewood in Etmond. 
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+ fire of the two dedications.^ Ot Man Dieut but I 
wish PendenrUs were better. 

As if I had not enough to do, I have begun to blaze 
away in the Chronicle again: it's an awful bribe— that 
five guineas an article. After I saw you on Sunday 
I did actually come back straight, on the omnibus. I 
have been to the Cider Cellars since again to hear the 
man sing about going to be hanged, I have had a head- 
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ache afterwards, I have drawn, I have written, I have 
distracted my mind with healthy labor. Now wasn't 
this much better than plodding about with you in heavy 
boots amidst fields and woods? But unless you come 
back, and as soon as my work is done, I thought a day 
or two would be pleasantly spent in your society, if the 
house of Clevedon admits of holding any more. 

Does Harry Hallam go out with dog and gun? I 
should like to come and see him shoot, and in fact, get 
up field sports through him and others. Do you remark 

*Jane Eyre to Thackerajr, Vanity Fair to Barry Cornwall. 
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all that elaborate shading, the shot &e.»? All that has 
been done to while away the time until the dinner'i 
ready, and upon. my conscience I believe it is very netr 
come. Yes, it is 6i. If Mrs, Parr is at Clevedon» pre- 
sent the respects of Mephistopheles, as also to any other 
persons with whom I am acquainted in your numerous 
and agreeable family circle. 

1848 

[To Mr. Brookfield.^ 

Va diner chez ton classique ami, tant renomm^ pour 
le Grec. Je ne pourrais mieux f aire que de passer h 
soiree avec une famille que j'ai negligee quelque peu— 
la mienne. Oui, Monsieur, dans les caresses innocentes 
de mes enfans cheris, dans la conversation edifiante de 
Monsieur mon beaupere, je tacherai de me consoler de 
ta seconde infidelite. Samedi je ne puis venir: J'ai 
d'autres engagemens auxquels je ne veux pas manquer. 
Va. Sois heureux. Je te pardonne. 

Ton melancholique ami 

Chevalier de Titm^vesh. 

[Ist November, 1848-] 

Dear Mrs. Brookfield : 

I was at Oxford bv the time vour dinner was over, and 
found eight or nine jovial gentlemen in black, feasting 
in the common room and drinking port wine solemnly. 
. . . We had a great sitting of Port wine, and I daresay 
the evening was pleasant enough. They gave me a bed 
in College,— such a bed, I could not sleep. Yesterday, 
( for this is half past seven o'clock in the morning, would 
you believe it?) a party of us drove in an Oxford Cart 
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to Blenheim, where we saw some noble pictures, a por- 
trait by Raphael, one of the great Raphaels of the world, 
— (Look, this is college paper, with beautiful lines al- 
ready made) — A series of magnificent Rubens, one of 









which, representing himself walking in a garden with 
Mrs. Rubens and the baby, did one good to look at and 
remember; and some very questionable Titians indeed 
—I mean on the score of authenticity, not of morals, 
though the subjects are taken from the loves of those 
extraordinary gods and goddesses, mentioned in Lem- 
priere's Dictionary,— and we walked in the park, with 
much profit ; surveying the great copper-coloured trees, 
and the glum old bridge and pillar and Rosamond's 
Well ; and the queer, grand, ugly but magnificent house, 
a piece of splendid barbarism, yet grand and imposing 
somehow, like a chief raddled over with war-paint, and 
attired with careful hideousness. Well, I can't make 
out the simile on paper, though it's in my own mind 
pretty clear. What you would have liked best was the 
diapel dedicated to God and the Duke of Marlborough. 
The monument to the latter, occupies the whole place, 
ahnost, so that the former is quite secondary. O ! what 
comes? It was the scout who brought me your letter, 
and I am very much obliged to you for it. . . . 

I was very sorry indeed to hear that you have been 
Ql— I was afraid the journey would agitate you, that 
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was what I was thinking of as I was lying in tiie Oxford 
man's bed awake. 

/tSlyHk* Ifiil Imu wUI 1'WiiilB mt iii^il it 1 MN t|KM i^fh 9^^ 
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After Blenheim I went to JVIagdalen Chapel to a 
High Mass there. O cherubim and seraphim, how you 
would like it ! The chapel is the most sumptuous edifice, 
carved and frittered all over with the richest stone-work 
like the lace of a lady's boudoir. The windows are fitted 
with pictures of the saints painted in a grey colour,— real 
Catholic saints, male and female I mean, so that I won- 
dered how they got there ; and this makes a sort of rich 
twilight in the church, which is lighted up by a multitude 
of wax candles in gold sconces, and you say your prayers 
in car\^ed stalls wadded with velvet cushfons. They have 
a full chorus of boys, some two dozen I should think, 
who sing quite ravishingly. It is a sort of perfection 
of sensuous gratification; children's voices charm me 
so, that they set all my sensibilities into a quiver ; do they 
you ? I am sure they do. These pretty brats with sweet 
innocent voices and white robes, sing quite celestially; 
—no, not celestially, for I don't believe it is devotion at 
all, but a high delight out of which one comes, not im- 
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purified I hope, but with a thankful pleased gentle 
frame of mind. I suppose I have a great faculty of en- 
jojrment. At Clevedon I had gratification in looking at 
trees, landscapes, effects of shine and shadow &c., which 
made that dear old Inspector who walked with me, won- 
der. WeU there can be no harm in this I am sure. What 
a shame it is to go on bragging about what is after all 
sheer roaring good health for the most part; and now 
I am going to breakfast. Good bye. I have been lion- 
ising the town ever since, and am come home quite tired. 
I have breakfasted here, lunched at Christ Church, seen 
Merton, and All Souls with Norman Macdonald, where 
there is a beautiful library and a boar's head in the 
kitchen, over which it was good to see Norman's eyes 
gloating; and it being All Saints' day, I am going to 
chapel here, where they have also a very good music I 
am told. 

Are you better ma'am? I hope you are. On Friday I 
hope to have the pleasure to see you, and am till then, 
and even till Saturday, 

Yours, 

W. M. T. 

l29thN(yv: 1848.] 

My DEAR Lady: 

I am very much pained and shocked at the news 
brought at dinner to-day that poor dear Charles Buller 
is gone. Gkxxl GrodI think about the poor mother sur- 
viving, and what an anguish that must be ! If I were to 
die I cannot bear to think of my mother living beyond 
me, as I daresay she will. But isn't it an awful, awful, 
sudden sununons? There go wit, fame, friendship, am- 
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bition, high repute I Ah I aimons nous bien. It seems to 
me that is the only thing we can carry away. When we 
go, let us have some who love us wherever we are. I 
send you this little line as I tell you and William most 
things. Good night. 

Tuesday. [Nov. 1848.] 
Good night my deak Madam. 

Since I came home from dining with Mr. Morier, I 
have been writing a letter to Mr. T. Carlyle and think- 
ing about other things as weU as the letter all the time; 
and I have read over a letter I received to-day which 
apologises for everything and whereof the tremulous 
author ceaselessly doubts and misgives. ^Vho knows 
whether she is not converted by Joseph Bullar by this 
time. She is a sister of mine, and her name is God bless 
her. 

Wednesday. I was at work until seven o'clock; not 
to very much purpose, but executing witli great labour 
and hardship the day's work. Then I went to dine with 
Dr. Hall, the crack doctor here, a literate man, a trav- 
eller, and otherwise a kind bigwig. After dinner we 
went to hear Mr. Sortain lecture, of whom you may per- 
haps have heard me speak, as a great, remarkable orator 
and preacher of the Lady Huntingdon Connexion. 
(The paper is so greasy that I am forced to try several 
pens and manners of handwriting, but none will do.) 
We had a fine lecture with brilliant Irish metaphors and 
outbursts of rhetoric addressed to an assembly of me- 
chanics, shopboys and young women, who could not, and 
perhaps had best not, understand that flashy speaker. 
It was about the origin of nations he spoke, one of those 
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big themes on which a man may talk eternally and with 
a never ending outpouring of words; and he talked 
magnificently, about the Arabs for the most part, and 
tried to prove that because the Arabs acknowledged 
their descent from Ishmael or Esau, therefore the Old 
Testament History was true. But the Arabs may have 
had Esau for a father and yet the bears may not have 
eaten up the little children for quizzing Elisha's bald 
head. As I was writing to Carlyle last night, ( I haven't 
sent the letter as usual, and shall not most likely,) Saint 
Stephen was pelted to death by Old Testaments, and 
Our Lord was killed like a felon by the law, which He 
came to repeal. I was thinking about Joseph BuUar's 
doctrine after I went to bed, founded on what I cannot 
but think a blasphemous asceticism, which has obtained 
in the world ever so long, and which is disposed to curse, 
hate and undervalue the world altogether. Why should 
we? What we see here of this world is but an expression 
of Gk)d's will, so to speak— a beautiful earth and sky 
and sea — beautiful affections and sorrows, wonderful 
changes and developments of creation, sims rising, stars 
shining, birds singing, clouds and shadows changing 
and fading, people loving each other, smiling and cry- 
ing, the multiplied phenomena of Nature, multiplied in 
fact and fancy, in Art and Science, in every way that a 
man's intellect or education or imagination can be 
brought to bear. — And who is to say that we are to ig- 
nore all this, or not value them and love them, because 
there is another unknown world yet to come ? Why that 
unknown future world is but a manifestation of God 
Almighty's will, and a development of Nature, neither 
more nor less than this in which we are, and an angel 
glorified or a sparrow on a gutter are equally parts of 
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His creation. The Hght upon aU the saints in Heaven is 
just as much and no more Gk)d's work, as the sun whidi 
shall shine to-morrow upon this infinitesimal speck of 
creation, and imder which I shall read, please God, a 
letter from my kindest Lady and friend. Ahout my 
future state I don't know ; I leave it in the disposal of 
the awful Father,— but for to-day I thank God that I 
can love you, and that you yonder and others besides are 
thinking of me with a tender regard. Hallelujah may 
be greater in degree than this, but not in kind, and count- 
less ages of stars may be blazing infinitely, but yoa 
and I have a right to rejoice and believe in our little part 
and to trust in to-day as in tomorrow. GUmI bless my 
dear lady and her husband. I hope you are asleep now, 
and I must go too, for the candles are just winking out 
Thursday. I am glad to see among the new inspec- 
tors, in the Gazette in this morning's papers, my old ac- 
quaintance Longueville Jones, an excellent, worthy, 
lively, accomplished fellow, whom I like the better be- 
cause he flung up his fellow and tutorship at Cambridge 
in order to marry on nothing a year. We worked in 
Galignani's newspaper for ten francs a day, very cheer- 
fully ten years ago, since when he has been a school- 
master, taken pupils or bid for them, and battled man- 
fully with fortune. William will be sure to like him, I 
think, he is so honest, and cheerful. I have sent ofi^ my 
letter to Lady Ashburton this morning, ending with 
some pretty phrases about poor old C. B. whose fate 
aff'ects me ver\^ much, so much that I feel as if I were 
making my will and getting ready to march too. Well 
ma'am, I have as good a right to presentiments as you 
have, and to sickly fancies and despondencies; but I 
should like to see before I die, and think of it daily more 
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and more, the commencement of Jesus Christ's chris- 
tianism in the world, where I am sure people may be 
made a himdred times happier than by its present forms, 
Judaism, asceticism, Bullarism. I wonder will He come 
again and tell it us. We are taught to be ashamed of 
our best feelings all our life. I don't want to blubber 
upon everybody's shoulders ; but to have a good will for 
all, and a strong, very strong regard for a few, which I 
shall not be ashamed to own to them. ... It is near 
upon three o'clock, and I am getting rather anxious 
about the post from Southampton via London. Why, 
if it doesn't come in, you won't get any letter to-morrow, 
no, nothing— and I made so sure. Well, I will try and 
go to work, it is only one more little drop. God bless 
you, dear lady. . . . 

. . . Friday. I have had a good morning's work 
and at two o'clock comes your letter ; dear friend, thank 
you. What a coward I was, I will go and walk and be 
happy for an hour, it is a grand frosty simshine. To- 
morrow morning early back to London. 

81 January, 1849 

Ship, Dover. 
Just before going away. 
How long is it since I have written to you in my natu- 
ral handwriting? ... I am so far on my way to Paris, 
Meurice's Hotel, Rue de Rivoli. ... I had made up 
my mind to this great, I may say decisive step, when I 
came to see you on Saturday, before you went to Hither 
Green. I didn't go to the Sterling, as it was my last 
day, and due naturally to the family. We went to bed 
at half past nine o'clock. To-day I went round on a cir- 



42 LETTERS OF THACKERAY 

cuit of visits, including Turpin at your house. It seems 
as if I was going on an ever so long journey. Have you 
any presentiments? I know some people who have. 
Thank you for your note of this morning, and my dear 
old William for his regard for me ; try you and conserve 
the same. . . . There is a beautiful night, and I am 
going by Calais. Here, with a step on the steaming 
vessel, 

I am, affectionately yours, 

W. M. T. 



Meurice's Hotel, Rrvou Street, 
Pakis. [Feb: 1849.] 
If you please, I am come home verj- tired and sleepy 
from the Opera, where my friend Rothschild gave me a 
place in his box. There was a grand ballet of which I 
could not understand one word, that is one pas, for not 
a word was spoken; and I saw some celebrities in the 
place. The President, M. Lamartine, in a box near a 
handsome lady ; M. Marrast, in a box near a handsome 
lady ; there was one with a bouquet of lilies, or some sort 
of white flowers, so enormous that it looked like a bou- 
quet in a pantomime, which was to turn into something, 
or out of which a beautiful dancer was to spring. The 
house was crammed with well-dressed folks, and is sump- 
tuous and splendid beyond measure. But O! think of 
old Lamartine in a box by a handsome lady. Not any 
harm in the least, that I know of, only that the most ven- 
erable and grizzled bearded statesmen and philosophers 
find time from their business and political quandaries, 
to come and sigh and ogle a little at the side of ladies in 
boxes. 
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I am undergoing the quarantine of family dinners 
with the most angelic patience. Yesterday being the first 
day, it was an old friend and leg of lamb. I graciously 
said to the old friend, " Why the deuce wouldn't you let 
me go and dine at a restaurant, don't you suppose I have 
leg of lamb at home?" To-day with an aunt of mine, 
where we had mock turtle soup, by Heavens 1 and I ar- 
ranged with my other aunt for another dinner. I knew 
how it would be; it must be; and there's my cousin to 
come oflp yet, who says, " you must come and dine. I 
haven't a soul, but will give you a good Indian dinner." 
I will make a paper in Punch about it, and exhale my 
griefs in print. I will tell you about my cousin when 
I get home,— when I get to Portman Street that is. . . . 
What brought me to this place? Well I am glad I came, 
it will give me a subject for at least six weeks in Punch, 
of which I was getting so weary that I thought I must 
have done with it. 

Are you better for a little country air? Did you walk 
in that cheerful paddock where the cows are? And did 
you have clothes enough to your bed ? I shall go to mine 
now, after writing this witty page, for I have been writ- 
ing and spinning about all day, and am very tired and 
sleepy if you please. Bon Soir, Madame. . . . 

Saturday. Though there is no use in writing, because 
there is no post, but que voulez vous, Madame? On aime 
a dire un petit bonjour a ses amis. I feel almost used 
to the place already and begin to be interested about the 
politics. Some say there's a revolution ready for today. 
The town is cranuned with soldiers, and one has a curi- 
ous feeling of interest and excitement, as in walking 
about on ice that is rather dangerous, and may tumble in 
at any moment. I had three newspapers for my break- 
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fast, which my man, (it is rather grand having a laqums 
de place, but I can't do without him, and invent all sorts 
of pretexts to employ him) bought for five pence of 
your money. The mild papers say we have escaped an 
immense danger, a formidable plot has been cru^ed, 
and Paris would have been on fire and fury but for the 
timely discovery. The Red Republicans say, " Plot! no 
such thing, the infernal tyrants at the head of afi^airs 
wish to find a pretext for persecuting patriots, and the 
good and the brave are shut up in dungeons." Plot or 
no plot, which is it? I think I prefer to believe that there 
has been a direful conspiracy, and that we have escaped 
a tremendous danger. It makes one feel brave somehow, 
and as if one had some merit in overthrowing this ras- 
cally conspiracy. I am going to the Chamber directly. 
The secretary at the Embassy got me a ticket. The 
Embassy is wonderfully civil; Lord Normanby is my 
dearest friend, he is going to take me to the President, 
— very likely to ask me to dinner. You would have 
thought I was an earl, I was received with so much of 
empressement by the ambassador. 

I hadn't been in Paris ten minutes, before I met ten 

people of my acquaintance. . . . As for Oh 1 it was 

wonderful. We have not met for five years on account 
of a coolness,— that is a great heat,— resulting out of a 
dispute in which I was called to be umpire and gave 
judgment against her and her husband; but we have 
met, it is forgotten. . . . Poor soul, she performed 
beautifully. "What, William, not the least changed, 
just the same as ever, in spite of all your fame? " — Fame 
be hanged, thought I, pardonnez-moi le mot,—** just the 
same simple creature." O! what a hypocrite I felt. I 
like her too; but she) poor, poor soul— well, she did her 
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x)medy exceedingly well. I could only say, " My dear, 
^^ou have grown older," that was the only bit of truth 
that passed, and she didn't like it. Quand votis serez bien 
vieiUe, and I say to you, " my dear you are grown old *' 
(only I shall not say "my dear," but something much 
more distant and respectful) , I wonder whether you will 
like it. Now it is time to go to the Chamber, but it was 
far pleasanter to sit and chatter with Madame. 

I have been to see a piece of a piece called the Mys- 
ihres de Londres, since the above, and most tremendous 
mysteries they were indeed. It appears that there lived 
in London, three or f oiu* years ago, a young grandee of 
Spain and coimt of the Empire, the Marquis of Rio 
Santo, an Irishman by birth, who in order to free his na- 
tive country from the intolerable tyranny of England, 
imagined to organize an extraordinary conspiracy of the 
rogues and thieves of the metropolis, with whom some of 
the principal merchants, jewellers and physicians were 
concerned, who were to undermine and destroy somehow 
the infamous British power. The merchants were to 
forge and utter bank-notes, the jewellers to sell sham 
^amonds to the aristocracy, and so ruin them ; the physi- 
cians to murder suitable persons by their artful prescrip- 
tions, and the whole realm being plunged into anarchy 
^y their manoeuvres, Ireland was to get its own in the 
^idst of the squabble. This astonishing marquis being 
elected supreme chief of a secret society called the " Gen- 
tlemen of the Night," had his spies and retainers among 
^he very highest classes of society. The police and the 
Tiagistrature were corrupted, the very beef -eaters of the 
^een contaminated, and you saw the evidence of such 
I conspiracy as would make your eyes open with terror. 
Who knows, madame, but perhaps some of the school 
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inspectors themselves were bought aver^ and a Jesuitic 

C k, an ambitious T , an unscrupulous B 

himself, may have been seduced to mislead our youth, 
and teach our very babes and sucklings a precocious po^ 
verseness ? This is getting to be so very like print tiiat 
I shall copy it very likely,^ all but the inspector part, for 
a periodical with which I am connected. WeU, numbers 
of beautiful women were in love with the Marquis, or 
otherwise subjugated by him, and the most lovdy md 
innocent of all, was employed to go to St. James' on a 
drawing-room day, and steal the diamonds of Lady 
Brompton, the mistress of his grace Prince Demetri 
Tolstoi, the Russian ambassador, who had lent Lady 
Brompton the diamonds to sport at St. James', before 
he sent them oflp to his imperial master the Emperor of 
Russia, for whom the trifles in question were purdiased. 
Lady Brompton came to court having her train held up 
by her jockey; Susaima came to court, her train like- 
wise carried by her page, one or both of them were affldii 
of the association of the "Gentlemen of the Night" 
The jockeys were changed, and Lady Brompton's jew- 
els absolutely taken off" her neck. So great was the rage 
of his grace Prince Demetri Tolstoi, that he threatened 
war should be declared by his emperor imless the bril- 
liants were restored. I don't know what supervened, 
for exhausted nature would bear no more. But you 
should have seen the Court of St. James', the beef -eaters, 
the Life Guards, the heralds at arms in their tabards of 
the sixteenth century, and the ushers aimouncing the 
great folks, as they went into the presence of the great 
sovereign. Lady Campbell, the Coimtess of Derby, and 
the Archbishop of Canterbury were announced. 0! 

^ He did reproduce part of it in Punch, 
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such an ardibishop ! he had on a velvet trencher cap, and 
a dress something like our real and venerated prelates', 
and a rich curling wig, and he stopped and blessed the 
people, making crucificial signs on the stairs. The va- 
rious lords went into the chamber in red robes and long 
flowing wigs. The wonder of the parody was, that it 
was so like and yet so absurdly unlike. O'Connell ap- 
peared, saluted as Daniel by the Count of Rio Santo, 
and announcing that he himself, though brisS par la lutte 
with the oppressors of his country, yet strongly repro- 
bated anjrthing like violent measures on the part of M. 
de Rio Santo and his fellow-patriots. The band played 
''God safe the Quin" in the most delightful absurd 
manner. The best of it is that these things, admirably 
as they tickled me, are only one degree more absurd than 
what they pretend to copy. The Archbishop had a wig 
only the other day, though not quite such a wig as this ; 
the diief s of the police came in with oilskin hats, police- 
men's coats quite correct, and white tights and silk stock- 
ings, which made me laugh so, that the people in the 
stalls next me didn't know what I was at! But the par- 
ody was in fine prodigious, and will afford matter to no 
end of a penny-a-line speculation. • • • I sit in my little 
snug room and say God bless you and Mr. WiUiams. 
Here is near four pages of Pendennis. • • • 



April, 10th. 1849. 
My Deab Persons.— After lying in bed until you 
had reached Clifton, exceeding melancholy from want 
of sleep, (induced by no romantic inward feeling but 
by other causes much more material and vulgar, viz., 
late smoking, etc., previous nights) shall I tell you what 
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it was dissipated my blue devils ? As I was going toward 
London the postman stopped me in the street and asked 
me if I would take my letters, which he handed to me: 
—one was an opera-box which I sent off to Mrs. M. 
for to morrow; and one was a letter from an attoniey 
demanding instantly £112 for that abominable IriA 
Railway; and in presence of this real calamity all tiie 
sentimental ones vanished straight. I began to think 
how I must raise the money,— how I must go to woik, 
nor be shilly-shallying any longer; and with this real 
care staring me in the face I began to forget imaginaiy 
grievances and to think about going to work immedi- 
ately ; and how for the next 8 months I must screw and 
save in order to pay off the money. And this is the way, 
M'am, that the grim duties of the world push the soft 
feelings aside; we've no time to be listening to their 
little meek petitions and tender home prattle in presence 
of the imperative Dutj' who says " Come, come, no more 
of this here,— get to work, ]Mister"— and so we go and 
join the working gang, behind which Necessity marches 
cracking his whip. This metaphor has not been worked 
so completely as it might be, but it means that I am re- 
solved to go to work directly. So being determined on 
this I went off at once to the Star and Garter at Ridi- 
mond and dined with those 2 nice women and their hus- 
bands, viz, the Strutts and Romillys. We had every 
sort of luxurj'' for dinner, and afterwards talked about 
Vanity Fair and Pendennis almost incessantly (though 
I declare I led awav the conversation at least 10 times, 
but they would come back) so that the evening was un- 
commonly pleasant. Once, twice, thrice, it came into 
my head— I wonder what those people at Clifton are 
doing; I would give 2/6 to be with them; but in the 
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Diean while it must be confessed, the Star and Garter is 
not bad. These ladies are handsome and good, and 
clever, and kind; that solicitor general talks with great 
pleasantness; and so I came home in a fly with an old 
gentleman who knew Sir S. RomiUy, and we talked of 
the dark end of that history of a very good and wise 
man, and how he adored his wife (it was her death which 
caused his suicide) , and how his son was equally attached 
to his own, of whose affection for her husband my in- 
former gave many pretty instances. This conversation 
brought me to Kensington, where after thinking about 
the £112 a little, and a little more about some friends of 
mine whom I pray God to make happy, I fell into a 
great big sleep— from which I wake at this present 8 
o'clock in the morning to say Bon jour, Madame. 
Where do you think this is wrote from? From an at- 
torney's oflSce, Old Jewry. The Lord Mayor, the Sher- 
iffs, their coaches and footmen, in gold and silk stock- 
ings, have just passed in a splendid procession through 
the mud and pouring rain. I have been to the bankers 
to see how much money I have got. I have got £120 ; 
I owe £112; from £120 take £112, leaves 8 for the rest 
of the month. Isn't that pleasant? Well, but I know 
how to raise some;— the bankers say I may over-draw. 
Things isn't so bad. 

But now, (this is from the Garrick Club) now I say 
for the wonderful wonder of wonders. There is a chance 
for Mr. Williams such as he little looked for. EMMA 
is free. The great Catastrophe has happened— last 
night she and her mother fled from the infamous R. and 
took refuge at Mrs. Procter's where they had Adelaide's 
and Agnes' beds— who went and slept with Mr. and Mrs. 
G^ldsmid next door. Mr. and Mrs. P. called at Ken- 
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sington at 11 o'clock and brought the news.* R. had 
treated his wife infamously; R. had assailed her witii 
the most brutal language and outrages; — that innocent 

woman Madame G , poor thing, who meddled with 

nothing and remained all day in her own garret so as to 
give no trouble, was flung out of the house by him— in- 
deed only stayed in order to protect her daughter's life. 
The brute refused to allow the famous picture to be 
exhibited— in fact is a mad-man and a ruffian. Procter 
and I went off to make peace, and having heard R.'s 
story, I believe that he has been more wronged than 
they. 

The mother in-law is at the bottom of the misdiief. 
It was she who made the girl marrj' R., and, the mar- 
riage made, she declined leaving her daughter; in fact, 
the poor devil, who has a bad temper, a foolish head— 
an immense vanitv— has been victimised bv the women 
and I pity him a great deal more than them. O! what 
a comedy it would make! but the separation I suppose 
is final, and it will be best for both parties. It will end 
no doubt in his having to pay a 4th of his income for the 
pleasure of being a month married to her, and she will 
be an angelic martyr, &c. I wonder whether you will 
give me a luncheon on Thursday. I might stop for 2 
hours on my way to Taunton and make you my hand- 
shake. This would be very nice. I thought of writing 
to Mrs. Elton and offering myself, but I should like 
fu-st to have the approval of Mr. Williams, for after all, 

* Mrs. Procter, the wife of the well-known poet, Barrv Cornwall,— hersrif 
a most accomplished woman.— Even now at 84 years of age she retains the 
brilliant powers of conversation for which she was always celebrated. She 
was always a faithful friend to Mr. Thaclceray, who had a sincere regard 
for her. Mrs. Procter was the mother of Adelaide, who so largely inherited 
her father's poetic powers. 
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I am not an indifferent person but claim to rank as the 
Afft. brother of both of you. 

W. M. T. 

Fragment 
[April 1849.] 

Yesterday's wasn't a letter, you know, ma'am; and I 
am so tired now of penmanship, that I don't think I shall 
be able to get through one. I wish you were on the sofa 
in Portman Street, and that I could go and lie down 
on the opposite one and fall asleep. Isn't that a polite 
wish? Well, I am so beat that I ought to go to bed, and 
not inflict my yawns upon anyone; but I can't begin 
snoring yet. I am waiting at the Club, till the printer's 
boy brings the proofs of No. 7/ which is all done ; there 
are two new women in it, not like anybody that you 
know or I know; your favourite Major appears rather in 
an amiable light, I don't know whether it is good or bad. 
The latter probably. Well, it is done, that's a com- 
fort. • • • 

I am going to dine with Lady Davy again, but Fri- 
day shall be a happy Friday for me, and on Saturday, 
when you go to Oxbridge, I shall console myself by a 
grand dinner at the Royal Academy, if you please, to 
which they have invited me, on a great card like a tea- 
tray. That's a great honour, none but bishops, purchas- 
ers, and other big-wigs are asked. I daresay I shall have 
to make an impromptu speech. Shall I come to rehearse 
it to you on Friday? I was going to send you a letter 
t'other day from a sculptor who wants to make my bust ; 
think of thati . 



^Pendennis. 
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Here is wonderful Spring weather come, and the 
leaves are sprouting and all the birds chirping mdojojr- 
ously. 

I daresay you are driving by Severn's Shore, now; 
then you will listen after dinner to Captain Budd on the 
German flute ; then I daresay you will sing, after a greit 
deal of blushing and hesitation. Is Mrs. Tidy jealous 
of you? I daresay she thinks you are overrated, and 
wonders what people see in you. So do I. . . • 

Tomorrow me and Annie and Minnie are going to bay 
a new gownd for Granny, who wants it very mudt 
Those old folks project a tour to Switzerland in tiie 
Summer, did I tell you? And my mother cannot part 
with the children, who must go too. Where shall I 
go? . . . 

Here comes the proof ;— shall I send this letter now or 
wait till tomorrow, and have something to say? perhaps 
I shall see William tonight. I am going to Lady Love- 
lace's drum in Cumberland Place, hard-by Portman 
Street. 

No, I didn't go, but came home and fell asleep after 
dinner, from nine o'clock till now, which it is eight 
o'clock in the morning, which I am writing in bed. You 
are very likely looking at the elms out of window by this 
time ; are they green yet ? Our medlar tree is. I was to 
have gone to the old JMiss Berrys' too last night; they 
were delighted at the allusion in Punch to them, in the 
same number in which you appear mending waistcoats. 
But Lord what a much better thing going to bed was! 
and Xo. 7 completed with great throes and disquiet, only 
yesterday— seems to me ever so long ago — such a big 
sleep have I had ! . . . 
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Adelaide Procter would hardly shake hands with me 

because of my cowardly conduct in the R affair, 

and she told me that I hadn't been to call there since the 
28th March last. They keep a journal of visitors ; fancy 

that! I heard the R story from the G herself 

and the mother, and can only make out now that the hus- 
band is mad and odious. What they are to do is the 
difficulty ; he refuses to allow her a shilling ; her picture 
has been rejected at the Academy, and why I can't see, 
for there's no English academician's who could equal 
it, and she must paint to live. I shall give her my 
mother to do, I think. She looked exceedingly hand- 
some and interesting the other day; pale and grief - 
stricken, with her enormous hair twirled round her head 
—and yet, and yet I Will you kiss those little maids for 
me, I should like to hear their prattle through the door. 
I am going to kill Mrs. Pendennis presently, and have 
her ill in this number. Minnie says, '' O ! papa, do make 
her well again ; she can have a regular doctor and be al- 
most dead, and then will come a homeopathic physician 
who will make her well you know." It is very pretty 
to see her with her grandmother. Let us jump up now 
and go to breakfast with the children. 



June 12, 1849. 
My deab Lady: 

I send a hasty line to say that the good old aunt is still 

here, and was very glad to see me and another nephew 

of hers who came by the same train. It's a great comfort 

to my mother and to her, that my mother should be with 

her at this last day; and she is preparing to go out of the 

world, in which she has been living very virtuously for 
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more than eighty years, as caknly and happily as may 
be. I don't know how long she may remain, but my duty 
will be to stay on I suppose, until the end, whidi the 
doctor says is very near; though to see her in her bed, 
cheerful and talking, one would fancy that her sum- 
mons is not so near as those who are about her imagine. 
So I shall not see London or my dear friends in it for a 
few days very likely. Meanwhile will you write me a 
line here to tell me that you are easier of your pains, and 
just to give a comfort to your old brother Makepeace. 

I suppose I shall do a great deal of my month's work 
here. I have got a comfortable room at a little snug 
country inn, such as William would like. I am always 
thinking about going to see Mrs. Fanshawe at South- 
ampton, about No. 9 of PendenniSj and about all sorts 
of things. I went to see Mrs. Procter, to the City, and 
to do my business and pay my horrid railroad money. 
The banker^s clerk stopped me and said, " I beg your 
pardon. Sir, but will you, if you please, tell me the mean- 
ing of * eesthetics,' " which I was very much puzzled to 
tell— and here comes the boy to say that the note must 
go this instant to save the post, and so God bless Jane 
my sister and William my brother. 

Written from the Royal oak, Fareham. 

From the old shop, 21. 

[1849] 

Is it pouring with rain at Park Lodge, and the most 
dismal, wretched, cat and dog day ever seen? 0! it's 
gloomy at 18 Young Street 1 I have been labouring all 
day— drawing that is, and doing my plates, till my &s 
are ready to drop off for weariness. But they must not 
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stop for yet a little while, and until I have said how do 
you do to my dear lady and the young folks at South- 
ampton. I hardly had time to know I was gone, and 
that happy fortnight was over, till this morning. At 

the train, whom do you think I found? Miss G 

who says she is Blanche Amory, and I think she is 
Blanche Amory; amiable at times, amusing, clever and 
depraved. We talked and persiflated all the way to 
LfOndon, and the idea of her will help me to a good 
chapter, in which I will make Pendennis and Blanche 
play at being in love, such a wicked false humbugging 
LfOndon love, as two blasS London people might act, 
and half deceive themselves that they were in earnest. 
That vnll complete the cycle of Mr. Pen's worldly ex- 
periences, and then we will make, or try and make, a 
good man of him. O! me, we are wicked worldlings 
most of us, may God better us and cleanse us ! 

I wonder whether ever again, I shall have such a 
happy peaceful fortnight as that last I How sunshiny 
the landscape remains in my mind, I hope for always; 
and the smiles of dear children. ... I can hardly see 
as I write for the eye-water, but it isn't with grief, but 
for the natural pathos of the thing. How happy your 
dear regard makes me, how it takes off the solitude and 
eases it; may it continue, pray God, till your head is 
white as mine, and our children have children of their 
own. Instead of being unhappy because that delightful 
holiday is over or all but over, I intend that the thoughts 
of it should serve to make me only the more cheerful and 
help me, please God, to do my duty better. All such 
pleasures ought to brace and strengthen one against 
work days, and lo, here they are. I hope you will be im- 
mensely punctual at breakfast and dinner, and do all 
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your business of life with dieerfulness and briskness, 
after the example of holy Philip Neri, whom you wot 
of; that is your duty Madame, and mine is to '^ pursue 
my high calling;" and so I go back to it with a fuU 
grateful heart, and say Grod bless all. If it hadn't beoi 
pouring-o'-rain so, I think I should have gone off to 
His Reverence at Brighton ; so I send him my very best 
regards, and a whole box full of kisses to the children. 
Farewell. 



tiX^tafk iiM«^.\«Mi4r. «ii^. 






Note (Vom Thackeray (actual siie). 



[To Mr. Brookfield.] 

25 April 1849. 

My Dear Vieux: 

Will ye dine with me on Friday at the G ? My work 
will be just over on that day, and bedad, we'll make a 
night of it, and go to the play. On Thursday I shall 
dine here and Sunday most prohhly, and shall we go to 
Richmond on Sunday? Make your game and send me 
word. Ever yours, 

W. M. T. 



LETTERS OF THACKERAY 57 

P. S. Having occasion to write to a man in Blooms- 
bury Place, and to Lady Davy, I mixed up the ad- 
dresses and am too mean to throw away the envelope, 
so give you the benefit of the same. 

[1849.] 

Monday. 

My letter to-day, dear lady, must needs be a very 
short one, for the post goes in half an hour, and IVe 
been occupied all day with my own business and other 
people's. At three o'clock, just as I was in full work 
comes a letter from a protegee of my mother's, a cer- 
tain Madame de B. informing me that she, Madame 
de B., had it in view to commit suicide immediately, 
unless she could be in some measure relieved (or re- 
leived, which is it?) from her present dijBiculties. So I 
have had to post off to this Madame de B., whom I 
expected to find starving, and instead met a woman a 
great deal fatter than the most full-fed person need be, 
and having just had a good dinner; but that didn't pre- 
vent her, the confounded old fiend, from abusing the 
woman who fed her and was good to her, from spoiling 
the half of a day's work for me, and taking me of a 
fool's errand. I was quite angry, instead of a corpse 
perhaps, to find a fat and voluble person who had no 
more idea of hanging herself to the bed-post than you 
or I have. However, I got a character in making 
Madame de B's acquaintance, and some day she will 
turn up in that inevitable repertory of all one's 
thoughts and experiences que vous savez. 

Thence, as it was near, I went to see a sick poetess, 

who is pining away for love of S M , that you 

have heard of, and who literally has been brought near 
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to the grave by that amorous malady. She is veiy 
interesting somehow, ghastly pale and thin, recumbent 
on a sof a, and speaking scarcely above her breath. I 
wonder though after all, was it the love, or was it the 
bronchitis, or was it the chest or the spine that was 
affected? All I know is that Don Saville may have 
made love to her once, but has tried his hand in other 
quarters since, and you know one doesn't think the 
worse of a man of honour for cheating in affairs of the 
heart. The numbers that I myself have— fiddledee, this 
is nonsense. 

The Reform banquet was very splendid and duU 
enough. A bad dinner and bad wine, and pretty fair 
speaking; my friend fat James being among not the 
least best of the speakers. They all speak in a kind 
of sing-song or chant, without which I suppose it is 
impossible for the orator nowadays to pitch his sen- 
tences, and Madam, you are aware that the Romans 
had a pipe when they spoke; not a pipe such as your 
husband uses, but a pitch-pipe. I wanted to have gone 
to smoke a last calumet at poor dear old Portman Street, 
but our speechifiers did not stop till 12.80 and not then; 
but the best of them had fired off by that time and I 
came off. Yesterday, after devoting the morning to 
composition, I went and called on the Rev. W. H. 
Brookfield, whom I found very busy packing up and 
wishing me at Jericho, so I went to the Miss Leslies' 
and Captn. Morgan, the American Captain; and then 
to dine at Hampstead, where the good natured folks 
took in me and the two young ones. Finally, in the 
evening to Lady Tennent's, where I have been most 
remiss in visit-paying, for I like her, and she was a 
kind old friend to me. To-day I am going to dine with 
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the Dowager Duchess of Bedford, afterwards to Mrs. 

Procter's, afterwards to Lady Granville's. Here you 

have your humble servant's journal, and you see his 

time is pretty well occupied. I have had a good deal 

of the children too, and am getting on apace with my 

number, though I don't like it. Shall I send you some 

of it? No, I won't, though if I do a very good piece 

indeed, perhaps I may. I think I shall go to Brighton ; 

I think you will be away six weeks at least ; and I hope 

to hear that my dear lady is well and that she remembers 

her affectionate old friend 

Makepeace. 



1849. 
[To Mr. Brookfield] 

My ixeab Vieux: 

A long walk and stroll in Richmond Park yesterday, 
a blue followed by a black this morning, have left me 
calmer, exhausted, but melancholy. I shall dine at the 
Garrick at seven o'clock or so, and go to the Lyceum 
afterwards. Come into town if you get this iii time and 
let us go. . . . 

Get David Copperfield, by Jingo it's beautiful; it 
beats the yellow chap of this month hollow. 

W. M. T. 

Win you send me two cigars per bearer? I am work- 
ing with three pipe-smoking Frenchmen, and I can't 
smoke their abominations, and I hope Madame is pretty 
well after her triumphant dSbut last night. 
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[1840] 

Reform Club, Tuesday— 
My dear Lady: 

I write only a word and in the greatest hurry to say 
I am very well in health. IVe been at work, and have 
written somewhat and done my two plates, whidi onfy 
took two hours ; and now that they're done, I feel that 
I want so to come back to Ryde, I must get a rope or a 
chain to bind myself down to my desk here.^ All the 
world is out of town — Mrs. Procter not at home, perhaps 
to my visit, — dear kind Kate Perry whom indeed I like 
with all jny heart just packing up to go to Brighbm. 
My Chesterfield loves flown away to Tunbridge Wells, 
and so I am alone and miss you. I sent your package 
off to Harry this morning. The lucky rogue 1 I sup- 
pose he will see Madam and all those kind Ryde folks. 
Tell them if you please how very grateful I am to them 
for their good nature. I can't help fancying them rela- 
tions rather than friends. 

I got some dinner; at lOi o'clock I drank to the 
health of Madame Ma bonne soeur;— I hadn't the 
courage to go home till past midnight, when all the 
serv^ants got out of bed to let me in. There was such 
a heap of letters 1 I send you a couple which may amuse 
you. Send me Colonel Ferguson's back, as I must 
answer him; but I don't think I shall be able to get 
away in August to Scotland. Who can the excoriated 
female be who imparts her anguish to me? what raw 
wound has the whip of the satirist been touching? As 
I was sitting with my Frenchmen at 8 o'clock, I thought 

* Mr. Thackeray had been spending a few days at Ryde witii 
my brother and his wife, where I was staying. 
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to myself O Lor I Mr. Makepeace, how much better you 
were off yesterday I 

Gkxxl bye dear lady, Gk)d bless every kind person of 
all those who love you.— I feel here, you must know, 
just as I used five and twenty years ago at school, the 
day after coming back from the holidays. If you have 
nothing to say to me, pray write ; if you have something, 
of course you will. Good bye, shake hands, I am always 
my dear lady*s sincere 

W. M. T. 

[1849] 

Last night was a dinner at Spencer Cowper's> the 
man who used to be called the fortunate youth some 
few years back, when £10,000, or perhaps £20,000 a 
year, was suddenly left him by a distant relative, and 
when he was without a guinea in the world. It was a 
Sybaritic repast, in a magnificent apartment, and we 
were all of us young voluptuaries of fashion. There 
were portraits of Louis Quatorze ladies round the room 
(I was going to say salle a manger , but room after all 
is as good a word) . We sat in the comfortablest arm 
chairs, and valets went round every instant filling our 
glasses with the most exquisite liquors. The glasses 
were as big as at Kinglake's dinner— do you remember 
Kinglake's feast. Ma'am? Then we adjourned into 
wadded drawing rooms, all over sofas and lighted with 
a hundred candles, where smoking was practised, and 
we enjoyed a pleasant and lively conversation, carried 
on in the 2 languages of which we young dogs are per- 
fect masters. As I came away at midnight I saw C.'s 
carriage lamps blazing in the courtyard, keeping watch 
until the fortunate youth should come out to pay a visit 
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to some Becky no doubt. The young men were devcTi 
very frank and gentlemenlike ; one, rather well-read; 
quite as pleasant companions as one deserves to meet, 
and as for your humble servant, he saw a chapter or two 
of Pendennis in some of them. 

I am going with M. to-day, to see Alexis the som- 
nambulist. She came yesterday evening and talked to 
me for two hours before dinner. I astonished her by 
finding out her secrets by some of those hits que voui 
^at;^^;— Look, here is a bit of paper with a note to her 
actually conunenced in reply to my dearest William,— 
but I couldn't get out my dearest M. in return, and 
stopped at " My "— . But I like her better than I did, 
— and begin to make allowances for a woman of great 
talents married to a stupid, generous, obstinate, devoted 
heavy dragoon, thirty years her senior. My dear old 
mother with her imperial manner tried to take the com- 
mand of both of them, and was always anxious to make 
them understand that I was the divinest creature in the 
world, whose shoestrings neither of them was fit to tie. 
Hence bickerings, hatreds, secret jealousies and open 
revolt, and I can fancy them both worked up to a pitch 
of hatred of me, that my success in life must have ren- 
dered only more bitter. 

But about Alexis— this wonder of wonders reads let- 
ters and tells you their contents and the names of their 
authors without even thinking of opening the seal; and 
I want you very much, if you please, and instantly on 
receipt of this to send me a bit of your hair that I may 
have a consultation on it. Mind you, I don't want it for 
myself; I pledge you my word I'll bum it, or give you 
back every single hair. . . . but do if you please, 
mum, gratify my curiosity in this matter and consult 
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the soothsayer regarding you. M. showed him letters, 
and vows he is right in every particular. And as I 
sha'n't be very long here I propose by return of post, 
for this favour. 

Are you going to dine at Lansdowne House on 
Saturday? The post is come in and brought me an 
invitation, and a letter from my Ma, and my daughters, 
but none from my sister. Are you ill again, dear lady? 
Don't be ill, Grod bless you— good bye. I shall write: 
again if you please, but I sha'n't be long before I come. 
Don't be ill, I am afraid you are. You hav'n't been 
to Kensington. My love to Mr. Williams, farewell, and 
write tomorrow. 



1849. 
[To Mr. Brookfield'] 

My deab Vbeux : 

If you come home in any decent time I wish you 
would go off to poor Mrs. Crowe at Hampstead.^ A 
letter has just come, from Eugenie, who describes the 
poor lady as low, wretched, and hysterical— she may 
drop. Now a word or two of kindness from a black 
coat might make all the difference to her, and who so 
able to administer as your reverence? I am going out 
myself to laugh, talk and to the best of my ability, 
soothe and cheer her; but the professional man is the 
best, depend upon it, and I wish you would stretch a 
point in order to see her. 

Yours till this evening. 

* Mrs. Crowe, mother of Eyre Crowe, the well-known artist, who went with 
Mr. Thackeray to America on his first tour there, and who was always one 
of his most faithful friends. 
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[18491 

[To Mr. Brookfield] 

My dear Vieux: 

I wish you would go and call upon Lady AshbuitoiL 
Twice Ashburton has told me that she wants to make 
your acquaintance, and twice remarked that it would be 
but an act of politeness in you to call on a- lady in dis- 
tressy who wants your services. Both times I have said 
that you are unconmionly proud and shy, and last night 
told him he had best call on you, which he said he should 
hasten to do. But surely you might stretch a leg over 
the barrier when there^s a lady actually beckoning to 
you to come over, and such an unconunonly good din- 
ner laid on the other side. There was a vacant place 
yesterday, as you might have had, and such a company 
of jolly dogs, St. Davids, Hallam sen*r and ever so 
many more of our set. Do come if you can, and believe 

me to be yours, 

A. Pendennis, Major H.P. 



To the Rev. W. H. Brookfield. 

Monday. 
My dear Veeux : 

A. Sterling * dines with me at the Garrick at seven on 

Friday ; I hope you will come too. And on Friday the 

21st. June, Mr. Thackeray requests the pleasure of 

Mr. and Mrs. Brookfield's and Mr. Henry Hallam's 

company at dinner at 7.80 to meet Sir Alexander and 

^ a. sterling, brother to John Sterling of whom Corlyle wrote the life. 
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Lady Ihiff Gordon, Sir Henry and Lady De Bathe 
&c. &e. I hope you will both come to this, please; you 
ought to acknowledge the kindness of the key,^ and 
those kind Gordons will like to see you. 



About 1849. 
My dear Lady: 

A note comes asking me to dine tomorrow with Mr. 
Benedict^ close by you at No. 2 Manchester Square, 
to meet Mdme Jenny Lind. I reply that a lady is com- 
ing to dine with my mother, whom I must of course 
meet, but that I hope Mrs. B. will allow me to come to 
her in the evening with my mamma and this lady under 
each arm, and I promise they will look and behave well. 
Now suppose Mrs. S. and I were to come and dine with 
you, or my mother alone, if you liked to have her better ; 
yes, that would be best, and I could come at nine o'clock 
and accompany you to the Swedish nightingale. 

I am as usual 

Your obedient servant 

Claeence Bulbul. 



[1849] 
My deab Lady: 

It was begun, " dear Sir," to somebody of the other 

sex. I think it is just possible, that Mr. William on 

returning to-day, may like to have his wife to himself, 

and that the appearance of my eternal countenance 

might be a bore, hence I stay away. . . . 

' The key of the Portman Square Garden which was kindly lent to me. 
' Mr. Benedict, the late lamented and kindly musician, Sir Julius Benedict. 
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And about tomorrow, the birthday of my now 
motherless daughter. Miss Annie. Will you oome out, 
— being as I must consider you, if you please, the chil- 
dren's aunt,— at two, or three o'dk, or so, and take 
innocent pleasures with them, such as the Coliseum and 
the Zoological Gardens? and are you free so as to give 
them some dinner or tea in the evening? I dine out 
myself at 8 o'clock, and should like them to share inno- 
cent pleasures with their relation. 

My mother writes from Fareham that the old 
great aunt is better, and will not depart probably yet 
awhile. 

And now concerning Monday. You two must please 
remember that you are engaged to this house at seven. 
I have written to remind the Scotts, to ask the Pollocks, 
and the Carlyles are coming. 

And now with regard to this evening, I dine in 
Westbourne Terrace, then I must go to IVIarshall's 
in Eaton Square and then to Mrs. Sartoris, where I 
don't expect to see you ; but if a gentleman of the name 
of W. H. B. should have a mind to come, we might 
&c. &c. 

Madam, I hope you have had a pleasant walk on 
Clapham's breezy conmion, and that you are pretty well. 
I myself was very quiet, went with the children to 
Hampstead, and then to the Opera, and only one party. 
I am writing at the Reform Club, until four o'clock, 
when I have an engagement with O! such a charming 
person, and tite-a-tete too. Well, it's with the dentist's 
arm chair, but I should like to have the above queries 
satisfactorily answered, and am always Madam's 

W. M. T. 
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18 July 1849 

From Brighton. 

Now for to go to begin that long letter which I have 
a right to send you, after keeping silence, or the next 
thing to silence, for a whole week. As I have nothing 
to tell about, it is the more likely to be longer and fun- 
nier — no, not funnier, for I believe I am generally most 
funny when I am most melancholy, — and who can be 
melancholy with such air, ocean and sunshine? not if 
I were going to be hanged tomorrow could I afford to 
be anything but exceedingly lazy, hungry and comfort- 
able. Why is a day's Brighton the best of doctors? I 
don't mean this for a riddle, but I got up hungry, and 
have been yawning in the sun like a fat lazzarone, with 
great happiness all day. I have got a window with a 
magnificent prospect, a fresh sea breeze blowing in, 
such a blue sea yonder as can scarcely be beat by the 
Naples or the Mediterranean blue ; and have passed the 
main part of the morning reading O! such a stupid 
book, Fanny Hervey, the new intime novel of the sea- 
son, as good as Miss Austen's people say. In two hours 
I am engaged to dinner in London. Well, I have 
broken with that place thank Heaven, for a little, and 
shall only go back to do my plates and to come away. 
Whither to go? I have a fancy that Ryde in the Isle 
of Wight would be as nice a place as any for idling, 
for sketching, for dawdling, and getting health ; but the 
Rev. Mr. Brookfield must determine this for me, and 
I look to see him here in a day or two. 

. . . I wish they had called me sooner to dinner; 
there's only one man staying at this house, and he 
asked me at breakfast in a piteous tone, to let him dine 
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with me. If we were two, he said, the rules of the dub 
would allow us a joint,— as if this luxury would tempt 
the voluptuary who pens these lines. He has come 
down here suffering from indigestion, and with a fatal 
dying look, which I have seen in one or two peopk 
before; he rushed wildly upon the joint and devoured 
it with famished eagerness. He said he had been curate 
of St. James, Westminster,— whereupon I asked if he 
knew my friend Brookfield. " My successor,'* says he^ 
" a very able man, very good fellow, married a very nice 
woman." Upon my word he said all this, and of course 
it was not my business to contradict him. He said, no, 
he didn't say, but the waiter said, without my asking, 
that his name was Mr. Palmer; and then he asked if 
Brookfield had any children, so I said I believed not, 
and began to ask about his own children. How queer 
it seemed to be talking in this way, and what 2id inci- 
dents to tell; but there are no others; nobody is here. 
The paper this morning announced the death of dear 
old Horace Smith/ that good serene old man, who went 
out of the world in charity with all in it, and having 
shown through his life, as far as I knew it, quite a 
delightful love of God's works and creatures, — a true, 
loyal, Christian man. So was Morier, of a different 
order, but possessing that precious natural quality of 
love, which is awarded to some lucky minds such as 
these, Charles Lambs, and one or two more in our 
trade ; to many amongst the parsons I think ; to a friend 
of yours by the name of Makepeace, perhaps, but not 
unalloyed to this one. O ! God purify it, and make my 

^ Horace Smith and his brother were the authors of ** Rejected Addresses.** 
"nie two Miss Horace Smiths are still living at Brighton, where Mr. Thack- 
eray speaks of meeting them after his illness. Their society is still much 
sought after. 
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heart clean. After dinner and a drive on the sea shore, 
I came home to an evening's reading which took place 

as follows — 

^'^' ^ )u4^ 4* # 4iU Ua^ i44«| tuj^JTduui. ^ •^tU JUunm, OM^a^ 

Wliir 4J&f«»( ^JUifU Au4 

It is always so with my good intentions, and I woke 
about dawn, and found it was quite time to go to bed. 
But the solitude and idleness I think is both cheerful 
and wholesome. I've a mind to stay on here, and begin 
to hope I shall write a stronger number of Pendennis 
than some of the last ones have been. The Clevedon 
plan was abandoned before I came away; some place 
^ S. Wales, I forget what, was fixed upon by the old 
folks. I would go with them, but one has neither the 
advantage of society nor of being alone, and it is best 
to follow my own ways. What a flood of egotism is 
oeing poured out on you! Well, I do think of some 
^ther people in the world besides myself. 
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1849. 

Brighton, Saturday — Monday. 
Thank you for your letter, dear Mrs. Brookfield; it 
made this gay place look twice as gay yesterday when 
I got it. Last night when I had come home to work, 
two men spied a light in my room, and came in and 
began smoking. They talked about racing and the odds 
all the time. One of them I am happy to say is a lord, 
and the other a Brighton buck. When they were gone 
(and indeed I listened to them with a great deal of 
pleasure for I like to hear people of all sorts,) at mid- 
night, and in the quiet I read your letter over again, 
and one from Miss Annie, and from my dear old 
mother, who is to come on the 12th. and whose heart 
is yearning for her children. I must be at home to 
receive her, and some days, ten or so at least, to make 
her comfortable, so with many thanks for Mrs. Elton's 
invitation, I must decline it for the present if you 
please. You may be sure I went the very first thing to 
Virginia and her sisters, who were very kind to me, and 
I think are very fond of me, and their talk and beaut)" 
consoled me, for my heart was very sore and I was ill 
and out of spirits. A change, a fine air, a wonderful 
sunshine and moonlight, and a great Spectacle of happy 
people perpetually rolling by, has done me all the good 
in the world, and then one of the Miss Smiths ^ told me 
a story which is the very thing for the beginning of 

^ The Miss Smiths here referred to are the daughters of the late Horace 
Smith, author of ** Rejected Addresses." 

The Virginia here mentioned was the beautiful Miss Pattle, then in her 
earliest youth, and who is now the widow of the late Earl Somers. In those 
days she lived with her sister and her husband, Mr. and Mrs. Thoby Prinsep, 
at* Little Holland House, Kensington, where they gathered around them a 
charming society and where Mr. Thackeray was ever welcomed, almost as 
one of the family. Their garden parties will ever be remembered. 
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Pendennis, which is actually begun and in progress. 
This is a comical beginning rather. The other, which 
I didn't like was sentimental, and will yet come in very 
well after the startling comical business has been played 
off. See how beautifully I have put stops to the last 
sentence, and crossed the t's and dotted the i's 1 It was 
written four hours ago, before dinner, before Jullien's 
concert, before a walk by the sea shore.— I have been 
thinking what a number of ladies, and gentlemen too, 
live like you just now, in a smart papered rooms, vsdth 
rats gnawing behind the wainscot; Be hanged to the 
rats, but they are a sort of company. You must have a 
poker ready, and if the rats come out, bang! beat them 
on the head. This is an allegory, why, it would work 
up into a little moral poem if you chose to write it. 
Jullien was splendid in his white waistcoat, and played 
famous easy music which anybody may comprehend and 
like. There was a delightful comet a piston, (mark 
the accent on the a). The fact is I am thinking about 
something else all the while and am very tired and 
weary, but I thought I would like to say good night 
to you, and what news shall I give you just for the last? 
Well then. Miss Virginia is gone away, not to come back 
while I am here. Good night, ma'am, if you please. 

. . . Being entirely occupied with my two new 
friends, Mrs. Pendennis and her son Mr. Arthur Pen- 
dennis, I got up very early again this morning, and 
was with them for more than two hours before break- 
fast. He is a very good natured generous young fel- 
low, and I begin to like him considerably. I wonder 
whether he is interesting to me from selfish reasons and 
because I fancy we resemble each other in many points, 
and whether I can get the public to like him too? We 
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had the most magnificent sunshine Sunday, and I 
passed the evening very rationally with Mr. Fonblanque 
and Mr. Sheil, a great orator of whom perhaps you 
have heard, at present lying here afflicted with gout,'and 
with such an Irish wife. Never was a truer saying than 
that those people are foreigners. They have neither 
English notions, manners, nor morals. I mean what 
is right and natural to them, is absurd and unreasonable 
to us. It was as good as Mrs. OT>owd to hear Mrs. 
Sheil interrupt her Richard and give her opinions on 
the state of Ireland, to those two great, hard-headed, 
keen, accomplished men of the world. Richard listened 
to her foolishness with admirable forbearance and good 
humour. I am afraid I don*t respect your sex enough, 
though. Yes I do, when they are occupied with loving 
and sentiment rather than with other business of life. 

I had a mind to send you a weekly paper containing 
contemptuous remarks regarding an author of your 
acquaintance. I don't know who this critic is, but he 
always has a shot at me once a month, and I bet a 
guinea he is an Irishman. 

So we have got the cholera. Are you looking out for 
a visit? Did you try the Stethoscope, and after listen- 
ing at your chest, did it say that your lungs were sore? 



Fragment 

[1849.] 

I am going to dine at the Berrys to-day and to Lady 
Ashburton's at night. I dined at home three days run- 
ning, think of that. This is my news, it isn't much is it? 
I have written a wicked number of Pendennis, but like 
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it rather, it has a good moral, I believe, although to some 
it may appear naughty. Big Higgins * who dined with 
me yesterday offered me, what do you think? "If" 
says he, " you are ^ed and want to He fallow for a year, 
come to me for the money. I have much more than I 
want." Wasn't it kind? I like to hear and to tell of 
kind things. 

Wednesday. 1849. 
What have I been doing since these many days? I 
hardly know. I have written such a stupid number of 
Pendennis in consequence of not seeing you, that I shall 
be ruined if you are to stay away much longer. . . . 
Has William written to you about our trip to Hamp- 
stead on Sunday? It was very pleasant. We went first 
to St. Mark's church, where I always thought you went, 
but where the pew opener had never heard of such a 
person as Mrs. J. O. B.; and having heard a jolly and 
perfectly stupid sermon, walked over Primrose Hill to 
the Crowes', where His Reverence gave Mrs. Crowe half 
an hour's private talk, whilst I was talking under 
the blossoming apple tree about newspapers to Monsieur 
Crowe. Well, Mrs. Crowe was delighted with William 
and his manner of discoorsing her ; and indeed though I 
say it that shouldn't, from what he said afterwards, and 
from what we have often talked over pipes in private, 
that is a pious and kind soul. I mean his, and calculated 
to soothe and comfort and appreciate and elevate so to 
speak out of despair, many a soul that your more tre- 
mendous, rigorous divines would leave on the way side, 
where sin, that robber, had left them half killed. I will 

*Big Higgins— the well-known writer under the signature of 

Jacob Omnium. 
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have a Samaritan parson when I fall among thieves. 
You, dear lady, may send for an ascetic if you like; 
what is he to find wrong in you? 

I have talked to my mother about her going to Pans 
with the children, she is very much pleased at the notion, 
and it won't be very lonely to me. I shall be alone for 
some months at any rate, and vow and swear I'll save 
monev. • . . Have vou read Dickens? O! it is charm- 
ingi brave Dickens 1 It has some of his very pretti- 
est touches— those inimitable Dickens touches which 
make such a great man of him; and the reading 
of the book has done another author a great deal 
of good. In the first place it pleases the other au- 
thor to see that Dickens, who has long left off allud- 
ing to the A.'s works, has been copying the O. A., and 
greatly simplifying his style, and overcoming the use 
of fine words. By this the public will be the gainer and 
David Copperfield will be improved by taking a lesson 
from Vanity Fair. Secondly it has put me upon my 
metal; for ah! JSIadame, all the metal was out of me and 
I have been dreadfully and curiously cast down this 
month past. I say, secondly, it has put me on my metal 
and made me feel I must do something; that I have 
fame and name and family to support. . . . 

I have just come away from a dismal sight; Gk)re 
House full of snobs looking at the furniture. Foul 
Jews; odious bombazine women, who drove up in mys- 
terious flys which they had hired, the wretches, to be 
fined, so as to come in state to a fashionable lounge; 
brutes keeping their hats on in the kind old drawing 
room,— I longed to knock some of them off, and say 
" Sir, be civil in a lady's room." . . . There was one of 
the servants there, not a powdered one, but a butler, a 
whatdyoucalliU My heart melted towards him and I 
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gave him a pound, Ah! it was a strange, sad picture of 
Vanity Fair. My mind is all boiling up with it ; indeed, 
it is in a queer state. ... I give my best remembrances 
to all at Clevedon Court. 



[80th Jtme 1849.] 

My deab lady: 

I have 2 opera boxes for tonight— a pit box— for the 
Huguenots at Covent Garden— where there is no ballet, 
and where you might sit and see this grand opera in 
great ease and quiet. Will you please to say if you will 
have it and I will send or bring it. 

Or if Miss Hallam dines with you, may I come after- 
wards to tea? Say yes or no; I sha'n't be offended, only 
best pleased of course with yes. I am engaged on Mon- 
day Tuesday and Wednesday nights, so if you go away 
on Thursday I shall have no chance of seeing you again 
for ever so long. 

I was to breakfast with Mr. Rogers this morning but 
he played me false. 

Gtoodbye 

W. M. T. 

Fragment. 

21 July 1849. 

[To Mr. Broohfield.'] 

Adelaide Procter has sent me the most elegant velvet 
purse, embroidered with my initials, and forget-me-nots 
)n the other side. I received this peace-offering with a 
jentle heart; one must not lose old friends at our time 
)f life, and if one has offended them one must try and 
ry until they are brought back. . . . 
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Mrs. Powell, the lady I asked you to stir about, has 
got the place of matron of the Grovemessesy a house and 
perquisites, and 100 a year, an immense thing for a 
woman with nothing. 

On the 30th June, the day you went, Rogers threw 
me over for breakfast, and to-day comes the most la- 
mentable letter of excuse. Yesterday, the day madame 
went away, the Strutts asked me to Greenwich, and when 
I got there, no dinner. Another most pathetic letter of 
excuse. These must be answered in a witty manner, so 
must Miss Procter, for the purse ; so must Mrs. Alfred 
Montgomery, who offers a dinner on Monday; so must 
two more, and I must write that demnition Mr. Browne 
before evensong. 

From the Punch office, where I'm come for to go to 
dress, to dine with the Lord mayor; but I have nothing 
to say but that I am yours, my dear old friend, affection- 
ately, 

W. M. T. 
Fragment. 

[1849] 

I was to go to Mrs. Montgomery's at this hour of 
10.80, but it must be the contrary, that is, Mrs. Procter's. 
I wrote Adelaide her letter for the purse, and instead 
of thanking her much, only discoursed about old age, 
disappointment, death, and melancholy. 

The old people are charming at home, with their kind- 
ness. They are going away at the end of the week, 
somewhere, they don't say where, with the children. 
V The dear old step-father moves me rather the most, he 
is so gentle and good humoured. Last night Harry 
came to dinner, and being Sunday there was none, and 
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none to be had, and we went to the tavern hard-bye, 
where he didn't eat a bit. I did. . . • 

At Procter's was not furiously amusing— the eternal 
G. bores one. Her parents were of course there, the 
papa with a suspicious looking little order in his button 
hole, and a chevalier cfindustrie air, which I can't get 

over. E. didn't sing, but on the other hand Mrs. 

did. She was passionate, she was enthusiastic, she was 
sublime, she was tender. There was one note that she 
kept so long, that I protest I had time to think about my 
affairs,^ to have a little nap, and to awake much re- 
freshed, while it was going on still. At another time, 
overcome by almost unutterable tenderness, she piped so 
low, that it's a wonder one could hear at all. In a word, 
she was mirobolante, the most artless, affected, good- 
natured, absurd, clever creature possible. When she 
had crushed 6. who stood by the piano hating her, and 
paying her the most profound compliments— she tripped 
off on my arm to the cab in waiting. I Uke that absurd 
kind creature. 

Drums are beating in various quarters for parties yet 
to come off, but I am refusing any more, being quite 
done up. I am thinking of sending the old and young 
folks to Clevedon, I am sure Mrs. Robbins and Mrs. 
Parr will be kind to them, won't they? 



[During an illness, August 1849] 

No. I. 

68 East Street, Brighton. 
Yesterday I had the courage to fly to Brighton, I 
have got a most beautiful lodging, and had a deUghtf ul 
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.sleep. I write a line at seven o'clock of the morning to 
tell you these good news. 6 b y.— 

No. 2. 

68 East Street Brighton. 

This morning's, you know, wasn't a letter, only to tell 
you that I was pretty well after my travels; and after 
the letter was gone, thinks I, the handwriting is so had 
and shaky, she will think I am worse, and only write 
fibs to try and soothe her. But the cause of the bad writ- 
ing was a bad pen, and impossible ink. See how differ- 
ent this is, though I have not much to say now, only that 
I have been sitting on the chain pier in a bath chair for 
two hours, and feel greatly invigorated and pleasantly 
tired by the wholesome sea breezes. Shall I be asleep 
in two minutes I wonder? I think I will try, I think 
snoring is better than writing. Come, let us try a little 
doze ; a comfortable little doze of a quarter of an hour. 

Since then, a somewhat fatiguing visit from the Miss 
Smiths, who are all kindness, and look very pretty in 
their mourning.* I found acquaintances on the pier too, 
and my chair anchored alongside of that of a very inter- 
esting nice little woman, Mrs. Whitmore, so that there 
was more talkee-talkee. Well, I won't go on writing 
any more about my ailments, and dozes and fatigues ; but 
sick folks are abominably selfish ; sick men that is, and so 

God bless my dear lady. 

W. M. T. 

Thursday. 

I cannot write you long, dear lady ; I have two notes 
to my mother daily, and a long one to Elliotson, &c ; but 

' Horace Smith died 19th July, 1849. 
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I am getting on cUmcement, like the change of air ex- 
ceedingly, the salt water baths, and the bath-chair jour- 
neys to the pier where it is almost as fresh as being at 
sea. But do you go on writing, please, and as often as 
you can; for it does me good to get kind letters. God 
bless you and good-night, is all I can say now, with my 

love to his Reverence from 

W. M. T. 



IParis, Feb. 1849] 

My deab Lady: 

I have been to see a great character to-day and an- 
other still greater yesterday. To-day was Jules Janin, 
whose books you never read, nor do I suppose you could 
very well. He is the critic of the Journal des Debats 
and has made his weekly f euilleton famous throughout 
Europe— He does not know a word of English, but he 
translated Sterne and I think Clarissa Harlowe. One 
week, having no theatres to describe in his feuilleton, 
or no other subject handy, he described his own marriage, 
which took place in fact that week, and absolutely made 
a present of his sensations to all the European public. 
He has the most wonderful verve, humour, oddity, hon- 
esty, bonhomie. He was ill with the gout, or recovering 
perhaps; but bounced about the room, gesticulating, 
joking, gasconading, quoting Latin, pulling out his 
books which are very handsome, and tossing about his 
^^urling brown hair;— a magnificent jolly intelligent face 
Such as would suit Pan I should think, a flood of hu- 
morous, rich, jovial talk. And now I have described 
this, how are you to have the least idea of him.— I dare- 
Say it is not a bit like him. He recommended me to read 
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Diderot; which I have been reading in at his leoom- 
mendation ; and that is a remarkable sentimental cyme, 
too; in his way of thinking and sudden humours not 
unlike— not unlike Mr. Bowes of the Chatteris Theatre. 
I can fancy Harry Pendennis and him seated on the 
bridge and talking of theu- mutual mishaps ;-no Arthur 
Pendennis the boy's name is! I shall be forgetting my 
own next. But mind you, my similes don't go any fur- 
ther: and I hope you don't go for to fancy that yon 
know anybody like Miss Fotheringay — you don't sup- 
pose that I think that you have no heart, do you? But 
there's many a woman who has none, and about whom 
men go crazy ;— such was the other character I saw yes- 
terday. We had a long talk in which she showed me 
her interior, and I inspected it and left it in a state of 
wonderment which I can't describe. • • . 

She is kind, frank, open-handed, not very refined, 
with a warm outpouring of language ; and thinks herself 
the most feeling creature in the world. The way in 
which she fascinates some people is quite extraordinary. 
She affected me by telling me of an old friend of ours 
in the country— Dr. Portman's daughter indeed, who 
was a parson in our parts— who died of consumption the 
other day after leading the purest and saintliest life, and 
who after she had received the sacrament read over her 
friend's letter and actually died with it on the bed. Her 
husband adores her ; he is an old cavalry Colonel of sixty, 
and the poor fellow away now in India, and yearning 
after her writes her yards and yards of the most tender, 
submissive, frantic letters; five or six other men are 
crazy about her. She trotted them all out, one after 
another before me last night ; not humourously, I mean, 
nor making fun of them; but complacently, describing 
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their adoration for her and acquiescing in their opinion 
of herself. Friends, lover, husband, she coaxes them all; 
and no more cares for them than worthy Miss Fother- 
ingay did.— Oh 1 Becky is a trifle to her; and I am sure 
I might draw her picture and she would never know in 
the least that it was herself. I suppose I did not fall 
in love vnth her myself because we were brought up to- 
gether ; she was a very simple generous creature then. 

Tuesday. Friend came in as I was writing last night, 
perhaps in time to stop my chattering ; but I am encore 
tout SmerveQU de ma cousine. By all the Gods 1 1 never 
had the opportunity of inspecting such a naturalness 
and coquetry ; not that I suppose that there are not many 
such women ; but I have only myself known one or two 
women intimately, and I daresay the novelty would wear 
off if I knew more. I had the Revue des 2 mondes and 
the Journal des Dibats to dinner ; and what do you think 
by way of a dehcate attention the chef served us up? 
Mock-turtle soup again, and uncommonly good it was 
too. After dinner I went to a ball at the prefecture of 
Police; the most splendid apartments I ever saw in my 
life. Such lights, pillars, marble, hangings, carvings, 
and gildings. I am sure King Belshazzar could not have 
been more magnificently lodged.— There must have been 
15 hundred people, of whom I did not know one single 
soul. I am surprised that the people did not faint in the 
Saloons, which were like burning fiery furnaces; but 
there they were dancing and tripping away, ogling and 
flirting, and I suppose not finding the place a bit incon- 
veniently warm. The women were very queer looking 
bodies for the most, I thought, but the men dandies every 
one, fierce and trim with curling little mustachios. I 
felt dimly that I was 8 inches taller than any body else 
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in the room but I hoped that nobody took notice of me. 
There was a rush for ices at a footman who brou^t 
those refreshments which was perfectly terrific— They 
were scattered melting over the heads of the crowd, as I 
ran out of it in a panic. There was an old British dow- 
ager with two daughters seated up against a wall yeiy 
dowdy and sad, poor old lady ; I wonder what she wanted 
there and whether that was what she called pleasure. 
I went to see William's old friend and mine, Bowes; he 
has forty thousand a year and palaces in the country, 
and here is a manager of a Theatre of Vari^^s, and his 
talk was about actors and coulisses all the time of our 
interview. I wish it could be the last, but he has made 
me promise to dine with him, and go I must, to be killed 
by his melancholy gentlemanlikeness. I think that is 
all I did yesterday. Dear lady, I am pained at your hav- 
ing been unwell; I thought you must have been, when 
Saturday came without any letter. There wont be one 
today I bet twopence. I am going to a lecture at the 
Institute; a lecture on Burns by M. Chasles, who is 
professor of English literature. What a course of lion- 
izing, isn't it ? But it must stop ; for is not the month the 
shortest of months? I went to see my old haunts when 
I came to Paris 18 years ago, and made believe to be a 
painter,— just after I was ruined and before I fell in 
love and took to marriage and writing. It was a very 
jolly time, I was as poor as Job and sketched away most 
abominably, but pretty contented ; and we used to meet 
in each others little rooms and talk about art and some 
pipes and drink bad brandy and water.— That awful 
habit still remains, but where is art, that dear mistress 
whom I loved, though in a very indolent capricious man- 
ner, but with a real sincerity?— I see her far, very far 
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off. I jilted her, I know it very well; but you see it was 
Fate ordained that marriage should never take place; 
and forced me to take on with another lady, two other 
ladies, three other ladies ; I mean the muse and my wife 
&c. &c. 

Well you are very good to listen to all this egotistic 
prattle, chere soeur, si douce et si bonne, I have no 
reason to be ashamed of my loves, seeing that all three 
are quite lawful. Did you go to see my people yester- 
day? Some day when his reverence is away, will you 
have the children? and not, if you please, be so vain as to 
fancy that you can't amuse them or that they will be 
bored in your house. They must and shall be fond of 
you, if you please. Alfred's open mouth as he looked 
at the broken bottle and spilt wine must have been a 
grand picture of agony. 

I couldn't find the lecture room at the Institute, so I 
went to the Louvre instead, and took a feast with the 
statues and pictures. The Venus of Milo is the grand- 
est figure of figures. The wave of the lines of the 
figure, whenever seen, fills my senses with pleasure. 
What is it which so charms, satisfies one, in certain lines ? 
01 the man who achieved that statue was a beautiful 
genius. I have been sitting thinking of it these 10 min- 
utes in a delightful sensuous rumination. The Colours 
of the Titian pictures comfort one's eyes similarly ; and 
after these feasts, which wouldn't please my lady very 
much I daresay, being I should think too earthly for 
you, I went and looked at a picture I usedn't to care 
much for in old days, an angel saluting a Virgin and 
child by Pietro Cortona,— a sweet smiling angel with a 
lily in her hands, looking so tender and gentle I wished 
that instant to make a copy of it, and do it beautifully, 
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which I can't, and present it to somebody on Liady-day. 
—There now, just fancy it is done, and presented in a 
neat compliment, and hung up in your room— a pretty 

piece— dainty and devotional?— I drove about with f 

and wondered at her more and more. — She is come to 
''my dearest William" now: though she doesn't care a 
fig for me.— She told me astonishing things, showed me 
a letter in which every word was true and which was a 
fib from beginning to end; — A miracle of deception;— 
flattered, fondled, coaxed— O I she was worth coming to 
Paris for! • . • Pray Gk)d to keep us simple. I have 
never looked at anything in my life which has so amazed 
me. Why, this is as good, almost, as if I had you to 

talk to. Let us go out and have another walk. 



Fragment 

IParis, 1849] 

Of course in all families the mother is the one to whom 
the children cling. We don't talk to them, feel with 
them, love them, occupy ourselves about them as the 
female does.— We think about our business and pleasure, 
not theirs. Why do I trouble you with these perplexi- 
ties? If I mayn't tell you what I feel, what is the use 
of a friend ? That's why I would rather have a sad letter 
from you, or a short one if you are tired and unwell, than 
a sham-gay one— and I don't subscribe at all to the doc- 
trine of "striving to be cheerful". A quoi bon, con- 
vulsive grins and humbugging good-humour? Let us 
have a reasonable cheerfulness, and melancholy too, if 
there is occasion for it— and no more hypocrisy in life 
than need be. 
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We had a pleasant enough visit to Versailles, and then 
I went to see old Halliday, and then to see old Bess, and 
to sit with the sick Tom Eraser. I spend my days so, and 
upon my word ought to get some reward for heing so 
virtuous. 

On Sunday I took a carriage and went to S. in the 
country. The jolly old nurse who has been in the Rick- 
etts family 120 years or more or less, talked about Miss 
Rosa, late M^Fanshawe, and remembers her the flower 
of that branch of the family, and exceedingly pretty and 
Mith a most lovely complexion.— And then I told them 
what a lovely jewel the present Miss Rosa was ; and how 
very fond I was of her mamma;— and so we had a toler- 
ably pleasant afternoon;— and I came back and sat 
again with Mr. Thomas Eraser. Yesterday there was a 
pretty little English dance next door at Mrs. Erring- 
ton's, and an English country dance being proposed, 
one of the young bucks good-naturedly took a fiddle and 
played very weU too, and I had for a partner Madame 
Gudin, the painter's wife, I think I mentioned her to 
you, didn't I? 

She is a daughter of Lord James Hay— a very fair 
complexion and jolly face, and so with the greatest fear 
und trepidation (for I never could understand a figure) 
[ asked her— and she refused because she tells me that 
;he is too ill, and I am sure I was very glad to be out of 
he business. 

I went to see a play last night, and the new comedian 
Mademoiselle Brohan of whom all the world is talking, 
, beautiful young woman of 17 looking 25 and— I 
bought — vulgar, intensely afi^ected, and with a kind of 
tupid intelligence that passes for real wit with the pit- 
ites, who applauded with immense enthusiasm all her 
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smiles and shrugs and gestures and ogles. But they 
wouldn't have admired her if she hadn't been so beauti- 
ful, if her eyes weren't bright and her charms undeni- 
able.— I was asked to beg some of the young English 
Seigneurs here to go to an Actress ball, where there was 
to be a great deal of Parisian beauty, which a cosmophi- 
lite ought to see perhaps as well as any other phase of 
society.— But I refused Madame Osy's ball — my grey 
head has no call to show amongst these young ones, and, 
as in the next novel we are to have none but good char- 
acters—what is the use of examining folks who are quite 
otherwise. Meanwhile, and for 10 days more, I must 
do my duty and go out feeling deucedly lonely in the 
midst of the racketting and jigging. I am engaged to 
dinner for the next 8 days, and on Friday when I had 
hoped to be at home— my mother has a tea-party, and 
asked trembling (for she is awfully afraid of me) 
whether I would come— Of course I'll go. — 

W. M. T. 



[Paris, 1849] 

They all got a great shock they told me, by reading in 
the GaUgnarih that W. M. Thackeray was dead, and 
that it was I. Indeed two W. Thackeray's have died 
within the last month. Eh bien? There's a glum sort 
of humour in all this I think, and I grin like a skull.— 
As I sent you a letter to my Mamma, here is a sermon 
to Annie. You will please put it in the post for me? I 
think about my dear honest old Fatty, with the greatest 
regard and confidence. I hope, please God, she will be 
kept to be a companion and friend to me. You see I 
work in the Herschell. 
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Give my love to Harry when you write to him, and 
to ilrs. Fanshawe and to Missy. I haven't time to trans- 
it letters to them to-day, or I should use our traveller 
who cames this here, and glory in saving 2/. by that 
stratagem. And I'd have you know, JSIadam, that I 
wish I was going to dine at Portman Street as I did this 
day week; but that as I can't, why, I will be a man, and 
^ my duty. Bon soir William, bon 9oir Madame. 



A Fragment 

[1849] 

What you say about Mrs. being doomed does not 

affect me very much, I am afraid. I don't see that living 

^ such a benefit, and could find it in my heart pretty 

'cadily to have an end of it,— After wasting a deal of 

opportunities and time and desires in vanitarianism. 

What is it makes one so blase and tired I wonder at 88 ? 

Is it pain or pleasure? Present solitude or too much 

^mpany before? both very likely. You see I am here 

>s yesterday, gloomy again, and thrumming on the old 

egotistical string.— But that I think you would be 

pleased to have a letter from me dear lady, I'd bum 

these 2 sheets, or give my blue devils some other outlet 

than into your kind heart. 

Here are some verses which I have been knocking 
about, and are of the same gloomy tendency. You must 
Inow that I was making a drawing which was something 
like you at first, but ended in a face that is not in the 
least like yours ; whereupon the Poet ever on the watch 
for incidents began A Failube. 
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A Failube 

Beneath this frank and smiling face. 
You who would look with curious eye 
The draughtsman's inward mind to spy» 

Some other lineaments may trace. 
Ahl. matiy a time I try and try 

I^ady, to represent their grace. 

Dear face I The smile with which 'tis lit 
The mantling blush, the gentle eyes. 
Each individual feature lies 

Within my heart so faithful writ. 
Why fails my pencil when it tries? 

♦ ♦ ♦ « « 

(Here lines may be inserted Ad Uh. com- 
plimentary to the person) 

I look upon the altered line 

And think it ever is my lot; 

A something always comes to blot 
And mar my impossible design- 
A mocking Fate that bids me pine. 

And struggle and achieve it not. 

Poor baulked endeavours incomplete! 
Poor feeble sketch the world to show, 
While the marred truth lurks lost below! 

What's life but this ? a cancelled sheet, 

A laugh disguising a defeat ! 

Let's tear and laugh and own it so. 

Exit with a laugh of demoniac scorn. But 
I send the very original drawing, to 
these very original verses— 
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8 Sept. 1849. 

Feom Paeis, 

Monday. 

The man who was to carry my letter yesterday, fled. 

« ^thout giving me notice, so Madame loses the sermon 

to Annie, the pretty picture, &c. I haven't the courage 

to pay the postage for so much rubbish. Isn't it curious 

ttat a gentleman of such expensive habits should have 

this meanness about paper and postage? The best is 

that I have spent three francs in cab-hire, hunting for 

the man who was to carry my two-franc letter. The 

follies of men are ceaseless, even of comic authors, who 

make it their business to laugh at the follies of all the 

rest of the world. 

What do you think I did yesterday night? If you 
please, ma'am, I went to the play; and I suppose be- 
cause it was Sunday, was especially diverted, and 
laughed so as to make myself an object in the stalls; 
but it was at pure farcicality, not at wit. The piece 
was about a pleasure excursion to London; and the 
blunders and buflToonery, mingled, made the laughter. 
'^Eh aui, nous irons a Greenwich, manger un excellent 
sandwich" was a part of one of the songs. 

My poor Aunt is still in life, but that is all; she has 
quite lost her sei^ses. I talked for some time with her 
old husband, who has been the most affectionate hus- 
band to her, and who is looking on, he being 72 years old 
himself, with a calm resolution and awaiting the moment 
which is to take away his life's companion. ... As for 
Pendennis, I began upon No. 7 to-day and found a 
picture which was perfectly new and a passage which I 
had as utterly forgotten as if I had never read or written 
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it. This shortness of memory frightens me, and makes 
me have gloomy anticipations. Will poor Annie have 
to nurse an old imbecile of a father some day» who will 
ramble incoherently about old days and people whom 
he used to love ? What a shame it is to talk such gloomy 
stuff to my dear lady ; well, you are accustomed to hear 
my chatter, gloomy or otherwise, as my thoughts go by. 
I fancy myself by the dear old sofa almost, as I sit here 
prating; and shut my eyes and see you quite clear. I 
am glad you have been doing works of art with your 
needle. . . . 

W. H. Ainsworth, Esquire, is here; we dined next 
each other at the S Frires yesterday and rather frater- 
nized. He showed a friendly disposition I thought, and 
a desire to forgive me my success; but beyond a good- 
humoured acquiescence in his good will, I don't care. I 
suppose one doesn't care for people, only for a very, very 
few. A man came in just now who told me he had heard 
how I was dead. I began to laugh, and my laugh meant, 
" Well old fellow, you don't care, do you ? " And why 
should he ? How often I must have said and said these 
things over to you. Out Madame, je me repete. Je me 
faiwieux; foublie; je radote; je ne parle que de moi. 
Je votis fais subir mon egoisme, ma melancholie.—Le 
jour xnendra-tAl oil eUe vous gSnera? Eh, mx)n dieu;— 
ne soyons pas trop curietuv; demain viendra; aujourd* 
hui j' oublierai—pourquoi ne vous vois-je pas aujour-d^ 
hut? I think you have enough of this for to-day, so 
good-night. Good bye, Mr. Williams. I fancy the old 
street-sweeper at the corner is holding the cob, I take my 
hat and stick, I say good bye again, the door bangs 
finally. Here's a shilling for you, old street-sweeper; 
the cob trots solitary into the Park. Je fais de la UtUr- 
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ature, ma parole d'honneurl—du style— du Sterne tout 
pur — O vanitas vardtatumt God bless all, 

W. M. T. 

I4tth Sept. 1849] 

Tuesday, Paris. 

Perhaps by my intolerable meanness and blundering, 
you will not get any letter from me till to-morrow. On 
Sunday, the man who was to take the letter failed me; 
yesterday I went with it in a cab to the Grande Poste, 
which is a mile off, and where you have to go to pay. 
The cab horse was lame, and we arrived two minutes too 
late; I put the letter into the unpaid-letter box; I dis- 
missed the poor old broken cab horse, behind which it was 
agonizing to sit ; in fine it was a failure. 

When I got to dinner at my aunt's, I found all was 
over. Mrs. H. died on Sunday night in her sleep, quite 
without pain, or any knowledge of the transition. I 
went and sat with her husband, an old fellow of seventy- 
two, and found him bearing his calamity in a very honest 
manly way. What do you think the old gentleman was 
doing? Well, he was drinking gin and water, and I had 
some too, telling his valet to make me some. Man 
thought this was a master-stroke of diplomacy and evi- 
dently thinks I have arrived to take possession as heir, 
but I know nothing about money matters as yet, and 
think that the old gentleman at least will have the enjoy- 
ment of my aunt's property during life. He told me 
some family secrets, in which persons of repute figure 
not honourably. Ah ! they shock one to think of. Pray, 
have you ever committed any roguery in money matters ? 
Has William? Have I? I am more likely to do it than 
he, that honest man, not having his resolution or self- 
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denial. But I've not as yet, beyond the roguery of not 
saving perhaps, which is knavish toa I am very glad I 
came to see my dearest old aunt. She is such a kind ten- 
der creature, laws bless us, how fond she would be of 
you. I was going to begin about William and say, " do 
you remember a friend of mine who came to dine at the 
Thermes, and sang the song about the Mogul, and the 
blue-bottle-fly," but modesty forbade and I was dumb. 

Since this was written in the afternoon I suppose if 
there has been one virtuous man in Paris it is madame's 
most obajient servant. I went to sit with Mr. H. and 
found him taking what he calls his tiffin in great com- 
fort (tiffin is the meal which I have sometimes had the 
honour of sharing with you at one o'clock ) and this trans- 
acted,— and I didn't have any tiffin, having consumed a 
good breakfast two hours previously— I went up a hun- 
dred stairs at least, to Miss B. H.'s airy apartment, and 
found her and her sister, and sat for an hour. She asked 
after you so warmly that I was quite pleased; she said 
she had the highest respect for you, and I was glad to 
find somebody who knew you ; and all I can say is, if you 
fancy I like being here better than in London, you are 
in a pleasing error. 

Then I went to see a friend of my mother's, then to 
have a very good dinner at the Cafe de Paris, where I had 
potage a la pourpart, think of pourpart soup. We had 
it merely for the sake of the name, and it was uncom- 
monly good. Then back to old H. again, to bawl into 
his ears for an hour and a half; then to drink tea with my 
aunt— why, life has been a series of sacrifices today, and 
I must be written up in the book of good works. For I 
should have liked to go to the play, and follow my own 
devices best, but for that stern sentiment of duty, which 
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fitfully comes over the most abandoned of men, at times. 
All the time I was with Mr. H. in the morning, what do 
you think they were doing in the next room? It was 
like a novel. They were rapping at a coffin in the bed- 
room, but he was too deaf to hear, and seems too old to 
care very much. Ah ! dear lady, I hope you are sleeping 
happily at this hour, and you, and Mr. Williams, and 
another party who is nameless, shall have all the benefits 
of an old sinner's prayers. 

I suppose I was too virtuous on Tuesday, for yester- 
day I got back to my old selfish ways again, and did what 
I liked from morning till night. This self indulgence 
though entire was not criminal, at first at least, but I 
shall come to the painful part of my memoirs presently. 
All the forenoon I read with intense delight, a novel 
called Le Vicomte de Bragelonne, a continuation of the 
famous Mousquetcires and just as interesting, keeping 
one panting from volume to volume, and longing for 
more. This done, and after a walk and some visits, read 
more novels, David Copperfield to wit, in which there is 
a charming bit of insanity, and which I begin to believe 
is the very best thing the author has yet done. Then to 
the VariHis Theatre, to see the play Chamilion, after 
which all Paris is running, a general satire upon the last 
60 years. Everything is satirised, Louis XVI, the Con- 
vention, the Empire, the Restoration etc., the barricades, 
at which these people were murdering each other only 
yesterday — it's awful, immodest, surpasses my cynicism 
altogether. At the end of the piece they pretend to 
bring in the author and a little child who can just speak, 
comes in and sings a satiric song, in a feeble, tender, in- 
fantine pipe, which seemed to me as impious as the whole 
of the rest of the piece. They don't care for anything, 
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not religion, not braveiy, not liberty, not great men, not 
modesty. Ah 1 madame, what a great moralist somebody 
is, and what moighty foine principles entoirely he has I 

But now, with a blush upon my damask cheek, I come 
to the adventures of the day. You must know I went to 
the play with an old comrade, Roger de Beauvoir, an 
ex-dandy and man of letters, who talked incessantly dur- 
ing the whole of dinner tune, as I remember, though I 
can't for the life of me recall what he said. Well we 
went together to the play, and he took me where William 
would long to go, to the green-room. I have never been 
in a French green-room before, and was not much ex- 
cited, but when he proposed to take me up to the loge of 
a beautiful actress with sparkling eyes and the prettiest 
little retrousse nosey-posey in the world, I said to the 
regisseur of the theatre " lead on " 1 and we went through 
passages and up stairs to the loge, which is not a box, but 
O! gracious goodness, a dressing room!— 

She had just taken off her rouge, her complexion was 
only a thousand times more brilliant, perhaps, the pdg- 
noir of black satin which partially enveloped her perfect 
form, only sensed to heighten &c, which it could but 
partially do &c. Her lips are really as red as &c, and not 
covered with paint at all. Her voice is delicious, her 
eyes, 01 they flashed &c upon me, and I felt my &c, 
beating so that I could hardly speak. I pitched in, if 
you will permit me the phrase, two or three compliments 
however, very large and heavy, of the good old English 
sort, and OI mon dieu she has asked me to go and see her. 
Shall I go, or shan't I ? Shall I go this very day at 4 
o'clock, or shall I not? Well, I won't tell you, I will put 
up my letter before 4, and keep this piece of intelligence 
for the next packet. 
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The funeral takes place to-morrow, and as I don't 
seem to do much work here, I shall be soon probably on 
the wing, but perhaps I will take a week's touring 
somewhere about France, Tours and Nantes perhaps or 
elsewhere, or anywhere, I don't know, but I hope before 
I go to hear once more from you. I am happy indeed 
to hear how well you are. What a shame it was to 
assault my dear lady with my blue devils. Who could 
help looking to the day of failing powers, but if I last 
a few years, no doubt I can get a shelter somewhere 
against that certain adversity, and so I ought not to 
show you my gliun face or my dismal feelings. That's 
the worst of habit and confidence. You are so kind to 
me that I like to tell you all, and to think that in good 
or ill fortune I have your sympathy. Here's an oppor- 
tunity for sentiment, here's just a little bit of the page 
left to say something neat and pretty. Je les meprise 
les joUs motSj vous en ai-je jamais fait de ma vie? Je 
les laisse d Monsieur BuUar et ses pareils—fen ferai 
pour Mademoiselle Page, pour la ravissante la semillante 
la fritillante AdMe {&est ainsi qu'elle se nomme) mais 
pour vou^? Allons—partons—il est quatre keures— 
fermons la lettre—disons adieu, Vamie et mm— vous 
m*icrirez avant mon depart n'est ce pas? Allez bien, 
dorm£Z bien, marchez bien, sHl vous plait, et gardy 
mxDcm ung petty mx>reso de voter cure. 

W. M. T. 

9 

Paeis, [1849] 

As my mother wants a line from me, and it would 
cost me no more to write on two half sheets than one 
whole one, common economy suggests that I should 
write you a line to say that I am pretty well, and lead- 
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ing, as before, a dismal but dutiful life. I go and Ai 
with the old Scotch widower every night, and with my 
aunt afterwards. This isn't very amusing, but the sense 
of virtue and self-denial tickles one, as it were, and I 
come home rather pleased to my bed of a night. I shall 
stay here for a few days more. My tour will be to 
Boulogne, probably, where I shan't find the Crowes, 
who are going away, but shall have Mrs. Procter; and 
next week will see me back in London probably, work- 
ing away as in the old way. 

Yesterday I went a little way into the country to see 
Miss R's husband, my old friend S. They have just 
got a little son, a beautiful child, and the happiness of 
this couple was pleasant, albeit somehow painful, to 
witness. She is a very nice, elegant accomplished young 
lady, adoring her Augustus, who is one of the best and 
kindest of old snobs. We walked across vines to the 
coach at half past seven o'clock, after an evening of 
two hours and a half, which was quite enough for me. 
She is a little thing, and put me in mind of my own 
wife somehow. Give Mrs. Fanshawe, with my respect- 
ful love, a good account of her cousin. I am bound 
to-day to another country place, but don't like the idea 
of it. Tomorrow I dine with Mr. T. B. Macaulay, 
who is staying in this hotel. 

And what else has happened? I have been to see the 
actress, who received us in a yellow satin drawing room, 
and who told me that she had but one fault in the world, 
that she had trap bon cceur, and I am ashamed to say 
that I pitched in still stronger compliments than before, 
and I daresay that she thinks the enormous old Eng- 
lishman is rapturously in love with her; but she will 
never see him again, that faithless giant. I am past 
the age when Fotheringays inflame, but I shall pop 
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her and her boudoir into a book some day, and that will 
be the end of our transactions. A good character for a 
book accompanied us to the funeral, an expatriated par- 
son, very pompous, and feeble-minded: who gets his liv- 
ing by black jobs entirely and attends all the funerals 
of our countrymen ; he has had a pretty good season and 
is tolerably cheerful. I was struck by " Behold I show 
you a mystery" and the noble words subsequent, but 
my impression is, that St. Paul fully believed that the 
end of things and the triumph of his adored master, was 
to take place in his own time, or the time of those round 
about him. Surely St. John had the same feeling, and 
I suppose that this secret passed fondly among the initi- 
ated, and that they died hoping for its fulfilment. Is 
this heresy? Let his reverence tell me. 

Madame, if you will be so diffident about your com- 
positions there is no help for it. Your letter made me 
laugh very much, and therefore made me happy. 
When I saw that nice little Mrs. S. with her child yes- 
terday, of course I thought about somebody else. The 
tones of a mother's voice speaking to an infant, play 
the deuce with me somehow; that charming nonsense 
and tenderness work upon me until I feel like a woman 
or a great big baby myself,— fiddlededee. . . . 

And here the paper is full and we come to the final 

G. B. Y, 

I am always, 

W. M. T. 

IPariSj September 14, 1849.] 

My DEAR Lady: 

This letter doesn't count, though it's most probbly 
the last of the series. Yesterday I couldn't write for I 
went to Chambourey early in the morning to see those 
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two poor Miss Powers, and the poor old faded and 
unhappy D'Orsay, and I did not return hcxne till 
exactly 1 minute before post time, perhaps 2 late for the 
letter which I flung into the post last night. And so 
this is the last of the letters and I am coming badk 
immediately. The last anything is unpleasant. • . . 
I was to have gone to-morrow for certain to Boulogne, 
at least, but a party to Fontainebleau was proposed— 
by whom do you think?— by the President himself, I 
am going to dine with him to-day, think of thatl I 
believe I write this for the purpose solely of telling you 
this,— the truth is I have made acquaintance here with 
Lord Douglas, who is very good natured, and I sup- 
pose has been instigating the President to these hos- 
pitalities. I am afraid I disgusted Macaulay yesterday 
at dinner, at Sir George Napier's. We were told that 
an American lady was coming in the evening, whose 
great desire in life, was to meet the author of Vanity 
Fair, and the author of the Lays of A. Rome, so I 
proposed to Macaulay to enact me, and to let me take 
liis character. But he said solemnly, that he did not 
approve of practical jokes, and so this sport did not 
come to pass. Well, I shall see you at any rate, some 
day before the 23d., and I hope you will be happy at 
Southampton enjoying the end of the autumn, and I 
shall be glad to smoke a pipe with old Mr. Williams too, 
for I don't care for new acquaintances, whatever some 
people say, and have only your house now where I am 
completely at home. I have been idle here, but I have 
done plenty of dutif ulness, haven't I ? I must go dress 
myself and tell old Dr. Halliday that I am going to 
dine with the President, that will please him more than 
even my conversation this evening, and the event will 
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be written over to all the family before long, be sure 
of that. Don't you think Mr. Parr will like to know 
it, and that it will put me well with him? Perhaps I 
shall find the grand cross of the Legion of Honor under 
my plate, I will put it on and come to you in it in that 
case. 

I was going to have the impudence to give you a 
daguerreotype of myself which has been done here, very 
like and droll it looks, but it seemed to me too imperti- 
nent, and I gave it to somebody else. IVe bought 
William four glasses to drink beer out of, since I never 
can get one of the silver ones when I come; don't let 
him be alarmed, these 6nly cost a shilling apiece, and 
two such loves of eau de Cologne bottles for Mrs. 
Procter, and for my dear Mrs. Brookfield I have 
bought a diamond necklace and earrings,— I have 
bought you nothing but the handkerchiefs but I hope 
you will let me give you those, won't you ? 

I was very sorry for Turpin, I do feel an interest in 
her, and I think she is very pretty, all this I solemnly 
vow and protest. My paper is out, here's the last cor- 
ner of the last letter. I wonder who will ask me to dine 
on Monday next. 

October 81st. [1849] 

My deab Monsieue et Madame : 

Harry says that you won't eat your dinner well if I 
don't write and tell you that I am thriving, and though 
I don't consider this a letter at all but simply a mes- 
sage, I have to state that I am doing exceedingly well, 
that I ate a mutton chop just now in Harry's presence 
with great gusto, that I slept 12 hours last night and 



i?j;;riS\^ 




100 LETTERS OF THACKEBAY 

in fact advance by steps which grow every day more 
finn toward convalescence. If you will both come down 
here I will give you beautiful rooms and the best of 
mutton.— I shall stop till Monday certainly, after Yibidi 
I may probably go to the dub. 

6. B. Y. Both on you. 

W. M. T. 

[Probably from Brighton after serious illness.] 

[Dec: 1849] 
My dear Lady : 

The weather is so fine and cheerful that I have made 
my mind up to go down to Brighton tomorrow, or some- 
where where I can be alone, and think about my friend 
Mr. Pendennis, whom I have been forced to neglect. 
I liave been working now until seven o'clock and am 
dead beat, haidng done a poor dawdling day's work, 
writing too much, hipped, hacked and blue-devilled. I 
passed Portman Street after an hour's ride in the Park 
but hadn't time to come in, the infernal task-master 
hanging over me ; so I gave my bridle reins a shake and 
plunged into doggerel. Good bye God bless you, come 
soon back both of you. Write to me won't you ? I wish 
a Merry Christmas for you and am 

always yours, 

W. M. T. 

Fragment. 

[Christmas, 1849] 

I stop in the middle of Costigan with a remark 
applied to readers of Thomas k Kempis and others, 
which is, I think, that cushion-thumpers and High and 
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Low Church extatics, have often carried what they call 
their love for A to what seems impertinence to me. 

How good my has been to me in sending me a 

back ache,— how good in taking it away, how blessed 
the spiritual gift which enabled me to receive the ser- 
mon this morning,— how trying my dryness at this 
afternoon's discourse, &c. I say it is awful and 
blasphemous to be calling upon Heaven to interfere 
about the thousand trivialities of a man's life, that 

has ordered me something indigestible for dinner, 

(which may account for my dryness in the afternoon's 
discourse) ; to say that it is Providence that sends a 
draught of air upon me which gives me a cold in the 
head, or superintends personally the action of the 
James' powder which makes me well. Bow down, 
Confess, Adore, Admire, and Reverence infinitely. 
Make your act of faith and trust. Acknowledge with 
constant awe the idea of the infinite Presence over all. 
—But what impudence it is in us, to talk about loving 
God enough, if I may so speak. Wretched little blind- 
lings, what do we know about Him? Who says that 
we are to sacrifice the human affections as disrespectful 
to (Jod? The liars, the wretched canting fakirs of 
Christianism, the convent and conventicle dervishes,— 
they are only less unreasonable now than the Eremites 
and holy women who whipped and starved themselves, 
never washed, and encouraged vermin for the glory of 
God. Washing is allowed now, and bodily filth and 
pain not always enjoined; but still they say, shut 
your ears and don't hear music, close your eyes and 
don't see nature and beauty, steel your hearts and be 
ashamed of your love for your neighbour; and timid 
fond souls scared by their curses, and bending before 
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their unending arrogance and dulness, consent to be 
miserable, and bare their soft shoulders for the brutes' 
stripes, according to the nature of women. You dear 
Suttees, you get ready and glorify in being martyrized. 
Nature, truth, love, protest day after day in your ten- 
der hearts against the stupid remorseless tyranny which 
bullies you. Why you dear creature, what a history 
that is in the Thomas k Kempis book I The scheme of 
that book carried out would make the world the most 
wretched, useless, dreary, doting place of sojourn- 
there would be no manhood, no love, no tender ties of 
mother and child, no use of intellect, no trade or science, 
a set of selfish beings crawling about avoiding one 
another and howling a perpetual miserere. We know 
that deductions like this have been drawn from the 
teaching of J. C, but please Gk)d the world is preparing 
to throw them over, and I won't believe them though 
they are written in ever so many books, any more than 
that the sky is green or the grass red. Those brutes made 
the grass red many a time, fancying they were acting 
rightly, amongst others with the blood of the person 
who was born to-day. *Good-bye my dear lady and my 
dear old William. 

Fragment. 

[1850] 

I was too tired to talk to Madam when I sent away 
the packet of MS to-day. I'm not much better now, 
only using her as pastime at a club half an hour before 
dinner. That's the way we use women. Well, I was 
rather pleased with the manuscript I sent you to-day, it 
seems to me to be good comedy, my mother would have 
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acted in just such a way if I had run away with a 
naughty woman, that is I hope she would, though per- 
haps she is prouder than I am myself. I read over the 
first part of PendenrUs to-day, all the Emily Costigan 
part, and liked it, I am glad to say; but I am shocked 
to think that I had forgotten it, and read it almost as a 
new book. I remembered allusions which called back 
recollections of particular states of mind. The first part 
of that book was written after Clevedon in 1848. . . . 
What a wholesome thing fierce mental occupation is I 
Better than dissipation to take thoughts out of one; 
only one can't always fix the mind down and other 
thoughts will bother it. Yesterday I sat for six hours 
and could do no work; I wasn't sentimentalizing but I 
couldn't get the pen to go, and at four, rode out into 
the country and saw, whom do you think? O! lache, 
coward, sneak, and traitor, that pretty Mrs. M. I wrote 
you about. The night before in the same way, restless 
and wandering aventurier (admire my constant use of 
Frendi terms), I went to Mrs. Prinsep's and saw Vir- 
ginia, then to Miss Berrys' and talked to Lord Lans- 

downe who was very jolly and kind. 

# ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Then to Lady Ashburton, where were Jocelyns just 
come back from Paris, my fady in the prettiest wreath. 
—We talked about the Gk)rham controversy, I think, 
and when the Jocelyns were gone about John Mill's 
noble Article in HieWestminster Review; an article which 
you mustn't read, because it will shock your dear con- 
victions, but wherein, as it seems to me, a great soul 
speaks great truths; it is time to begin speaking truth 
I think. Lady Ashburton says not. Our Lord spoke 
it and was killed for it, and Stephen, and Paul, who 



104 LETTERS OF THACEEBAY 

slew Stephen. We shuflfe and oompromise and have 
Gorham controversies and say, "let things go on 
smoothly/' and Jock CampbeU writes to the Mo^le^ 
Superior, and Milman makes elegant after-dinner 
speeches at the Mansion House— humbugs all I I am 
becoming very stupid and rabid, dinner-time is come; 
such a good dinner, truth be hangedl Let us go to 
Portland Place. 

IJvly, 1850] 
My deab Lady: 

I have had a bad week and a most cruel time of it this 

month; my groans were heart-rending, my sufferingv 

immense; I thought No. XIX would never be bom 

alive;— It is, but stupid, ricketty, and of feeble intellect, 

I fear. Isn't that a pretty obstetrical metaphor? Well, 

I suppose I couldn't get on because I hadn't you to 

come and grumble to. You see habit does so much, and 

though there is Blanche Stanley to be sure, yet shall I 

tell you,— I will though perhaps you won't believe it— 

I haven't been there for a month. And what a singular 

thing it is about my dear friend Miss F. — that I never 

spoke to her but once in my life when I think the 

weather was our subject— and as for telling her that I 

had drawn Amelia from anybody of our acquaintance 

I should have as soon thought of— of what? I have 

been laboriously crossing all my t's, seCj and thinking 

of a simile. But it's good fun about poor little B. 

Does any body suppose I should be such an idiot as to 

write verses to her? I never wrote her a line. I once 

drew one picture in her^ music book, a caricature of a 

spoony song, in which I laughed at her, as has been 

my practice— alas 1 . . . The only person to whom I 
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remember having said anything about Amelia was the 
late Mrs. Bancroft, as I told you, and that was by a 
surprise. 

Yesterday after a hard day's labour went out to 
Richmond; dined with old Miss Berrys. Lord 
Brougham there, enormously good fun, boiling over 
with humour and mischief, the best and wickedest old 
fellow IVe met, I think. And I was better in health 
than IVe been for a fortnight past. Ol how I should 
like to come on Sunday by the Excursion train, price 5 1 , 
and shake hands and come back again 1 I've been work- 
ing Fen all the morning and reading back numbers in 
order to get up names &c., I'd forgotten. I lit upon a 
very stupid part I'm sorry to say; and yet how well 
written it is! What a shame the author don't write a 
ccnnplete good story. Will he die before doing so? or 
come back from America and do it? — 

And now on account of the confounded post regula- 
tions — I shan't be able to hear a word of you till Tues- 
day. It's a sin and a shame to cut 2 days out of our week 
as the Pharisees do— and I'll never forgive Lord John 
Russell, never.— The young ladies are now getting 
ready to walk abroad Mdth their dear Par.— It is but a 
hasty letter I send you dear lady, but my hand is weary 
with writing Pendennis-and my head boiling up with 
some nonsense that I must do after dinner for Punch. 
Isn't it strange that, in the midst of all the selfishness, 
that one of doing one's business, is the strongest of all. 
What f uimy songs I've written when fit to hang myself 1 

Thursday. 
As I am not to come back till Saturday, and lest you 
should think that any illness had befallen me, dear lady. 
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I send you a little note. This place is as handsome as 
man could desire; the park beautiful, the quizeen and 
drinks excellent, the landlord most polite and good 
natured, with a very winning simplicity of manner and 
bonhomie, and the small select party tolerably pleasant 
Charles Villiers, a bitter Voltairian joker, who always 
surprises one into laughter;— Peacock — did you ever 
read Headlong Hall and Maid Marian? — a charming 
lyrical poet and Horatian satirist he was when a writer; 
now he is a whiteheaded jolly old worldling, and Secre- 
tary to the E. India House/ full of information about 
India and everything else in the world. There are 
4 or 5 more, 2 young lords,— one extremely pleasant, 
gentleman-like, and modest, who has seen battles in 
India and gives himself not the least airs; — and there 
are the young ladies, 2 pretty little girls, with whom 
I don't get on very well though,— nor indeed with any- 
body over well. There's something wanting, I can't tell 
you what; and I shall be glad to be on the homeward 
way again, but they wouldn't hear of my going on Fri- 
day, and it was only by a strong effort that I could get 
leave for Saturday. 

This paper you see is better, I bought it regardless 
of expense— half a ream of it, at Bristol. 

That Bristol terminus is a confounding place. I 
missed the train I was to go by, had very nearly gone 
to Exeter and was obliged to post twenty-five miles in 
the dark, from Chippenham, in order to get here too 
late for dinner. Whilst I am writing to you what am 
I thinking of? Something else to be sure, and have a 
doggerel ballad about a yellow " Post Chay '* miming in 
my head which I ought to do for Mr. Punch. 

We went to the little church yesterday, where in a 
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great pew with a fire in it, I said the best prayers I 
could for them as I am fond of. I Mdsh one of them 
would get well ... I must give my young ones three 
or four weeks of Paris and may go a travelling myself 
during that time; for I think my dear old mother will 
be happier with the children and without their father, 
and will like best to have them all to herself. Mon dieu, 
is that the luncheon bell already? I was late at dinner 
yesterday, and late at breakfast this morning. It is 
eating and idling all day long, but not altogether 
profitless idling, I have seen winter woods, winter land- 
scapes, a kennel of hounds, jolly sportsmen riding out 
a hunting, a queer little country church with a choir 
not in surplices but in smock-frocks, and many a 
sight pleasant to think on.— I must go to lunch and 
finish after, both with my dear lady and the yellow 
po'chay. 

Will Mr. and Mrs. Brookfield come and dine with 
Mr. Thackeray on Saturday? He will arrive by the 
train which reaches London at 5.25, and it would be 
very, very pleasant if you could come— or one of you, 
man or woman. Meanwhile I close up my packet with 
a g. b. y. to my dear lady and a kiss to Miss Brookfield, 
and go out for a walk in the woods with a noble party 
that is waiting down-stairs. The days pass away in 
spite of us, and we are carried along the rapid stream 
of time, you see. And if days pass quick, why a month 
will, and then we shall be cosily back in London once 
more, and I shall see you at your own fire, or lying 
on your own sofa, very quiet and calm after all this 
trouble and turmoil. God bless you, dear lady and 
William, and your little maiden. 

W. M. T. 
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26 Fefamaiy, 1850. 

After hearing that Miss Brookfidd was doing 
in the arms of her Mamma, if you please, I rode ii 
Park on Tuesday, where there was such a crowd of 
riages along the Serpentine, that I blushed to b 
horseback there, and running the gauntlet of so e 
beauties. Out of a thousand carriages I didn't 1 
one, which was odd, and it strikes one as showing 
enormity of London. Of course if there had been 
body in the carriages I should have known them, 
there was nobody, positively nobody. (This seni 
isn't as neatly turned as it might have been, and ; 
no means so playfully satirical as could be wisl 
Riding over the Serpentine Bridge, six horsemen, 
a lady in the middle, came galloping upon me, and 
me on to the foot pavement in a fright, when the 
pulled up at a halt, and the lady in the middle 
out, How do you do Mr. &c. The lady in the m 
was pretty Mrs. L. She made me turn back vni\ 
six horsemen; of course I took off my hat vnth a 
found bow, and said that to follow in her train wa 
greatest desire— and we rode back, all through the 
riages, making an immense clatter and sensation, \ 
the lady in the middle, her name was ]Mrs. Li 
enjoyed very much. She looked uncommonly hands 
she had gentlemen with moustachios on each side oi 
I thought we looked like Brighton bucks or pro\T 
swells, and felt by no means elated. 

Then we passed out of Hyde Park into the G 
Ditto, where the lady in the middle said she must 
a canter, and off we set, the moustachios, the lady 
myself, skurrying the policemen off the road 
making the walkers stare. I was glad when we g 
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St. James' Park gate, where I could take leave of that 
terrific black-eyed beauty, and ride away by myself. 
As I rode home by the Elliot's I longed to go in and 
tell them what had happened, and how it was your little 
girl's birth-day ; but I did not, but came home and drank 
her health instead, and wrote her a letter and slept 
sound. 

Yesterday after writing for three hours or so, what 
did I go out for to see? First the Miss Jingleby's, 
looking very fresh and pretty ; you see we have consola- 
tions; then a poor fellow dying of consumption. He 
talked as they all do, with a jaunty, lively manner, as if 
he should recover; his sister sat with us, looking very 
wistf uUy at him as he talked on about hunting, and how 
he had got his cold by falling with his horse in a brook, 
and how he should get better by going to St. Leonard's ; 
and I said of course he would, and his sister looked at 
him very hard. As I rode away through Brompton, I 
met two ladies not of my acquaintance, in a brougham, 
who nevertheless ogled and beckoned me in a very win- 
ning manner, which made me laugh most wonderful. 
O! you poor little painted Jezebels, thinks I, do you 
think you can catch such a grey-headed old fogey as 
me? poor little things. Behind them came dear, honest, 
kind Castlereagh, galloping along; he pulled up and 
shook hands; that good fellow was going on an errand 
of charity and kindness, consumption hospital, woman 
he knows to get in, and so forth. There's a deal of good 
in the wicked world, isn't there? I am sure it is partly 
because he is a lord that I like that man; but it is his 
lovingness, manliness, and simplicity which I like best. 
Then I went to Chesham Place, where I told them about 
things. You ought to be fond of those two women, 
they speak so tenderly of you. Kate Perry is very ill 
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and can scarcely speak with a sore fhroat; they gave me 
a pretty bread tray, which they have carved for me^ 
with wheat-ears round the edge, and W. M. T. in the 
centre. O! yes, but before that I had ridden in the Paik, 
and met dear old Elliotson, thundering along with the 
great horses, at ten miles an hour. The little 'oss trotted 
by the great 'osses quite easily though, and we AoA 
hands at a capital pace, and talked in a friendly man- 
ner, and as I passed close by your door, why I just 
went in and saw William and Mrs. F. Then at eight 
o^clock, a grand dinner in Jewry. . . • My I isdiat 
a fine dinner, what plate and candelabra, what a deal 
of good things, and sweetmeats especially wonder- 
ful. The Christians were in a minority. Lady C. 
beautiful, serene, stupid old lady; she asked Isn't that 
the great Mr. Thackeray? OI my stars think of that! 

Lord M H celebrated as a gourmand; he 

kindly told me of a particular dish, which I was not to 
let pass, something d la Pompadour , very nice. Charles 
Villiers, Lady Hislop, pretty little Hattie Elliot, and 
Lady Somebody,— and then I went to Miss Berr}'s'— 
Kinglake, Phillips, Lady Stuart de Rothesay, Lady 
Waterford's mother, Colonel Damer. There's a dav 
for you. Well, it was a very pleasant one, and per- 
haps this gossip about it, will amuse my dear lady. 

[Written to Mrs. Fanshawe and Mrs. Brookfield.] 

Hotel Bristol, Place Vendome. 

Tuesday, March 5th. 1850 
My deab Ladies: 

I am arrived just this minute safe and sound under 

the most beautiful blue sky, after a fair passage and 8 
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good night's rest at Boulogne, where I f ound, what do 
you think? — a letter from a dear friend of mine, dated 
September 18th, which somehow gave me as much pleas- 
ure as if it had been a fresh letter almost, and for which 
I am very much obhged to you. I travelled to Paris 
with a character for a book. Lord Howden, the ex-beau 
Caradoc or Cradock, a man for whom more women have 
gone distracted than you have any idea of. So delight- 
ful a middle-aged dandy! Well, he will make a page 
in some book some day. In the meantime I want to 
know why there is no letter to tell me that madame is 
getting on well. I should like to hear so much. It seems 
a shame to have come away yesterday without going to 
ask. It was the suddenest freak, done, packed and gone 
in half an hour, hadn't time even to breakfast. . . . 
And as I really wanted a little change and fresh air for 
my lungs, I think I did well to escape. . • . 

I send this by the Morning Chronicle's packet. Don't 
be paying letters to me, but write & write away, and 
never mind the expense, Mrs. Fanshawe. 

W. M. T. 



Hotel Beistol, Place Vendome. 

[1850] 
Madame: 

One is arrived, one is at his ancient lodging of the 
Hotel Bristol, one has heard the familiar clarions sound 
at nine hours and a half under the Column, the place is 
whipped by the rain actually, and only rare umbrellas 
make themselves to see here and there; London is grey 
and brumous, but scarcely more sorrowful than this. 
For so love I these places, it is with the eyes that the 
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sun makes itself on the first day at Paris; one has suf* 
f ered, one has been disabused, but one is not biased to 
this point that nothing more excites, nothing amiues. 
The first day of Paris amuses always. Isn't this a pe^ 
fectly odious and affected style of writing? Wouldn't 
you be disgusted to have a letter written all like that! 
Many people are scarcely less affected, though, in com- 
posing letters, and translate their thoughts into a pom- 
pous unfamiliar language, as necessary and proper for 
the circumstances of letter-writing. In the midst of 
this sentiment Jeames comes in, having been employed 
to buy pens in the neighbourhood, and having paid he 
said three francs for twenty.— I go out in a rage to 
the shop, thinking to confound the woman who had 
cheated him ; I place him outside the shop and entering 
myself ask the price of a score of pens; one franc says 
the woman; I call in Jeames to confront him with the 
tradeswoman; she says, I sold monsieur a box of pens, 
he gave me a five-franc piece, I returned him two 
2-f ranc pieces, and so it was ; only Jeames never having 
before seen a two-franc piece, thought that she had 
given back two franc pieces; and so nobody is cheated, 
and I had my walk in the rain for nothing. 

But as this had brought me close to the Palais Royal, 
where there is the exhibition of pictures, I went to see 
it, wondering whether I could turn an honest penny by 
criticising the same. But I find I have nothing to say 
about pictures. A pretty landscape or two pleased me; 
no statues did; some great big historical pictures bored 
me. This is a poor account of a Paris exhibition, isn't 
it ? looking for half a minute at a work which had taken 
a man all his might and main for a year; on which he 
had employed all his talents, and set all his hopes and 
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ambition ; about which he had lain awake at night very 
probably, and pinched himself of a dinner that he might 
buy colours or pay models,— I say it seems very unkind 
to look at such a thing with a yawn and turn away 
indifferent; and it seemed to me as if the cold, marble 
statues looked after me reproachfully and said, '' Come 
back, you sir! don't neglect me in this rude way. I am 
very beautiful, I am indeed. I have many hidden 
churms and qualities which you don't know yet, and 
which you would know and love if you would but 
examine a Uttle." But I didn't come back, the world 
didn't care for the hidden charms of the statue, but 
passed on and yawned over the next article in the Cata- 
logue. There is a moral to this fable, I think ; and that 
is all I got out of the exhibition of the Palais Royal. 

Then I went to beat up the old haunts, and look 
about for lodgings which are awf uly scarce and dear 
in this quarter. Here they can only take me in for a 
day or two, and I am occupying at present two rooms 
in a gorgeous suite of apartments big enough and 
splendid enough for the Lord Chief Baron ^ and all 
his family. Oh 1 but first, I forgot, I went to breakfast 
with Bear EUice, who told me Lady Sandwich had a 
grand ball, and promised to take me to a soiree at Mon- 
sieur Duchatel's. I went there after dining at home. 
Splendid hotel in the Faubourg Saint Germain; mag- 
nificent drawing room; vulgar people, I thought; the 
walls were splendidly painted; "C'est du Louis Quinze 
ou du commencement de Louis XVI," the host said. 
Blagueurl the painting is about ten years old, and is 
of the highly ornamental Cafe school. It is a Louis 
Phillippist house, and everybody was in mourning— for 

^ Tlie late Lord Chief Baron was the fkther of thirty-two children. 
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the dear Queen of the Belgians, I suppose. The men 
as they arrived went up and made theu* bows to the lady 
of the house, who sat by the fire talking to other two 
ladies, and this bow over, the gentlemen talked, standing, 
to each other. It was uneonmionly stupid. Then we went 
off to Lady Sandwich's ball. I had wrote a note to her 
ladyship in the morning, and received a Kyind invita- 
tion. Everybody was there, Thiers, Mole, and the 
French Sosoiatee, and lots of English; the Castlereagfas, 
very kind and hearty, my lady looking very pretty, 
and Cas— (mark the easy grace of Cas) — well, and 
clear-sighted; Lord Normanby and wife, exceeding 
gracious;— Lady Waldegrave;— all sorts of world, and 
if I want the reign of pleasure, it is here, it is here. 
Gudin the painter asked me to dine today and meet 
Dumas, which will be amusing I hope. 

And I forgot to say that Mr. Thomas Fraser says, 
that Mr. Inspector Brookfield is the most delightful fel- 
low he ever met. I went to see my aunt besides all this, 
and the evening and the morning was the first day. 

Sunday morning. I passed the morning yesterday 
writing the scene of a play, so witty and diabolical that 
I shall be curious to know if it is good ; and went to the 
pictures again, and afterwards to Lady Castlereagh 
and other polite persons, finishing the afternoon duti- 
fully at home, and with my aunt and cousins, whom you 
would like. At dinner at Gudin's there was a great 
stupid company, and I sat between one of the stupid- 
est and handsomest women I ever saw in my life, and 
a lady to whom I made three obser\'^ations which she 
answered with Oui, Monsieur, and non, monsieur, and 
then conunenced a conversation over my back with my 
handsome neighboiur. If this is French manners, says 
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I, Civility be hanged, and so I ate my dinner; and did 
not say one word more to that woman. 

But there were some pleasant people in spite of her: 
a painter (portrait) with a leonine mane, Mr. Gigoux, 
that I took a liking to; an old general, jolly and gentle- 
manlike, a hmnorous Prince, agreeable and easy: and 
a wonderful old buck, who was my pleasure. The party 
disported themselves until pretty late, and we went up 
intTa tower fitted up in the Arkbian fashion and the^ 
smoked, which did not diminish the pleasure of the eve- 
ning. Mrs. L. the engineer's wife, brought me home 
in her brougham, the great engineer sitting bodkin and 
his wife scolding me amiably, about Laura and Pen- 
dennis. A handsome woman this Mrs. L. must have 
been when her engineer married her, but not quite up 
to her present aggrandized fortune. ... 

My old folks were happy in their quarter, and good 
old G. P. bears the bore of the children constantly in 
his room, with great good humour. But ah, somehow it 
is a dismal end to a career. A famous beauty and a 
soldier who has been in twenty battles 9,nd led a half 
dozen of storming parties 1 Here comes Jeames to say 
that the letters must this instant go; and so Gk)d bless 
you and your husband and little maiden, and write soon, 
my dear kind lady, to 

W. M. T. 



[Paris, 1850] 

I send this scrap by a newspaper correspondent, just 
to say I am very well and so awfully hard at business 
I have no time for more. 
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Wednesday. 
Madam and Deab Ladt: 

If I have no better news to send you than this^ pray 
don't mind, but keep the enclosures safe for me against 
I come back, which won't be many days now, please 
Gk)d. I had thought of setting off tomorrow, but as I 
have got into working trim, I think I had best stop 
here and do a great bit of my number, before I unset- 
tle myself by another journey. I have been to no gaieties, 
for I have been laid up witii a violent cold and oaugfa, 
which kept me in my rooms, too stupid even to write. 
But these ills have cleared away pretty well now, and 
I am bent upon going out to dinner au cabaret, and to 
some fun afterwards, I don't know where, nor scarce 
what I write, I am so tired. I wonder what will hap- 
pen with Pendennis and Fanny Bolton ; writing it and 
sending it to you, somehow it seems as if it were true. 
I shall know more about them tomorrow; but mind, 
mind and keep the manuscript; you see it is five pages, 
fifteen pounds, by the inunortal Gk)dsl 

I am asked to a marriage tomorrow, a young Foker, 
of twenty-two, with a lady here, a widow, and once a 
runaway. 

The pen drops out of my hand, it's so tired, but as 
the ambassador's bag goes for nothing, I like to say 
how do you do, and remember me to Miss Brookfield, 
and shake hands with William. Gk)d bless you all. 

This note which was to have gone away yesterday, 
was too late for the bag, and I was at work too late 
today to write a word for anjrthing but Pendennis: I 
hope I shall bring a great part of it home with me at 
the end of the week, in the meantime don't put you to 
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the trouble of the manuscript, which you see I was only 
sending because I had no news and no other signs of 
life to give. I have been out to the play tonight, and 
laughed very pleasantly at nonsense until now, when I 
am come home very tired and sleepy, and write just 
one word to say good-night. ... 

They say there is to be another revolution here very 
soon, but I shall be across the water before that event, 
and my old folks will be here instead. You must please 
to tell Mrs. Fanshawe that I am over head and ears in 
work, and that I beg you to kiss the tips of her gloves 
for me. There is another letter for you begun some- 
where, about the premises, but it was written in so 
gloomy and egotistical a strain, that it was best burnt. 
I burnt another yesterday, written to Lady Ashburton, 
because it was too pert, and like Major Pendennis, talk- 
ing only about lords and great people, in an easy off 
hand way. I think I only write naturally to one per- 
son now, and make points and compose sentences to 
others. That is why you must be patient please, and let 
me go on twaddling and boring you. 



[Paris, 1850.] 

My dear Lady: 

Do you see how mad everybody is in the world? or is 
it not my own insanity? Yesterday when it became time 
to shut up my letter, I was going to tell you about my 
elders, who have got hold of a mad old Indian woman, 
who calls herself Aline Gultave d'origine Mogole, who 
is stark staring mad, and sees visions, works miracles, 
qu€ sciS'je? The old fool is mad of sheer vanity, and 
yet fool as she is, my people actually believe in her, and 
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I believe the old gentleman goes to her every day. 
To-day I went to see D'Orsay, who has made a bust 
of Lamartine, who, too, is mad with vanity. He has 
written some verses on his bust, and asks. Who is this? 
Is it a warrior? Is it a hero? Is it a priest? Is it a 
sage? Is it a tribune of the people? Is it an Adcmis? 
meaning that he is all these things,— verses so fatuous 
and crazy I never saw. Well, D'Orsay says they are 
the finest verses that ever were written, and imparts to 
me a translation which Miss Power has made of them; 
and D'Orsay believes in his mad rubbish of a statue, 
which he didn't make; believes in it in the mad way 
that madmen do,— that it is divine, and that he made 
it; only as you look in his eyes, you see that he doesn't 
quite believe, and when pressed hesitates, and turns 
away with a howl of rage. D'Orsay has fitted himself 
up a charming atelier with arms and trophies, pictures 
and looking-glasses, the tomb of Blessington, the sword 
and star of Napoleon, and a crucifix over his bed; and 
here he dwells without any doubts or remorses, admir- 
ing himself in the most horrible pictures wliich he has 
painted, and the statues which he gets done for him. 
I had been at work till two, all day before going to see 
him ; and thence went to Lady Normanby, who was very 
pleasant and talkative; and then tramping upon a half 
dozen of visits of duty. I had refused proflTered ban- 
quets in order to dine at home, but when I got home at 
the dinner hour, everybody was away, the bonne was ill 
and obliged to go to the country, and parents and chil- 
dren were away to dine with a Mrs. ... a good 
woman who writes books, keeps a select boarding-house 
for young ladies who wish to see Parisian society, and 
whom I like, but cannot bear, because she has the organ 
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of admiration too strongly. Papa was king, mamma 
was queen, in this company, I a sort of foreign emperor 
with the princesses my daughters. By Jove, it was 
intolerably painful ; and I must go to her soiree to-mor- 
row night too, and drag about in this confounded little 
Pedlington. Yesterday night,— I am afraid it was the 
first day of the week,— I dined with Morton, and met 
no less than four tables of English I knew, and went to 
the play. There was a little girl acting, who made one's 
heart ache;— the joke of the piece is, the child, who 
looks about three, is taken by the servants to a casino, 
is carried off for an hour by some dragoons, and comes 
back, having learned to smoke, to dance slang dances, 
and sing slang songs. Poor little rogue, she sung one 
of her songs, from an actor's arms ; a wicked song, in a 
sweet little innocent voice. She will be bought and sold 
within three years from this time, and won't be playing 
at wickedness any more. I shall shut up my desk and 
say God bless all the little girls that you and I love, 
and their parents. God bless you, dear lady. 

I have got a very amusing book, the Tatler news- 
paper of 1709; and that shall be my soporific I hope. 
I have been advancing in Blue Beard, but must give 
it up, it is too dreadfully cynical and wicked. It is in 
blank verse and all a diabolical sneer. Depend upon it, 
Helps is right. 

Wednesday. If I didn't write yesterday it was be- 
cause I was wickedly employed. I was gambling until 
two o'clock this morning, playing a game called lans- 
quenet which is very good gambling; and I left off, as 
I had begun, very thankful not to carry away any 
body's money or leave behind any of my own; but it 
was curious to watch the tempers of the various play- 
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ers, the meanness of one, the flurry and exdtement of 
another, the diflPerence of the same man winning and 
losing; all which I got, besides a good dinner and a 
headache this morning. Annie and Minnie and my 
mother, came to see me yesterday. I don't think they 
will be so very eager for Paris after three weeks here; 
the simple habits of our old people will hardly suit the 
little women. Even in my absence in America, I don't 
quite like leaving them altogether here; I wonder if an 
amiable family, as is very kind to me, will give them 
hospitality for a month? I was. writing Blue Beard all 
day; very sardonic and amusing to do, but I doubt 
whether it will be pleasant to read or hear, or even 
whether it is right to go on with this wicked vein; and 
also, I must tell you that a story is biling up in my 
interior, in which there shall appear some very good, 
lofty and generous people ; perhaps a story without any 
villains in it would be good, wouldn't it? 

Thursday.— Thanks for your letter madame. If I 
tell you my plans and my small gossip, I don't bore 
you do I? You listen to them so kindly at home, that 
I've got the habit, you see. Why don't you write a 
little handwriting, and send me yours? This place 
begins to be as bad as London in the seasoh; there are 
dinners and routs for every day and night. Last night 
I went to dine at home, with bouilli boeuf and ordinaire, 
and bad ordinaire too; but the dinner was just as good 
as a better one, and afterwards I went with my mother 
to a soiree J where I had to face fifty people of whom I 
didn't know one; and being there, was introduced to 
other soirSe givers, be hanged to them. And there I left 
my ma, and went off to Madame Gudin's the painter s 
wife, where really there was a beautiful ball; and all 
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the world, all the English world that is ; and to-night it 
is the President's ball, if you please, and tomorrow, and 
the next day, and the next, more gaieties. It was queer 
to see poor old Castlereagh in a dark room, keeping 
aloof from the dancing and the gaiety, and having his 
thoughts fixed on kingdom come, and Bennett confes- 
sor and martyr; while Lady Castlereagh, who led him 
into his devotional state, was enjoying the music and 
the gay company, as cheerfully as the most mundane 
person present. The French people all talk to me about 
Powc^^^when I am introduced to them, which wounds my 
vanity, which is wholesome very likely. Among the nota- 
bilities was Vicomte D'Arlincourt, a mad old romance 
writer, on whom I amused myself by pouring the most 
tremendous compliments I could invent. He said, j'ai vu 
VEcosse; mats V alter Scott n*y itait pltiSj hilasi I said, 
vous y etieZj Vicomte^ c'etait bien assez cfun— on which 
the old boy said I possessed French admirably, and 
knew to speak the prettiest things in the prettiest man- 
ner. I wish you could see him, I wish you could see the 
world here. I wish you and Mr. were coming to the 
play with me tonight, to a regular melodrama, far away 
on the Boulevard, and a quiet little snug dinner au Ban- 
quet d^Anacrion. The Banquet d'Anacrion is a dingy 
little restaurant on the boulevard where all the plays 
are acted, and they tell great things of a piece called 
Paillasse in which Le Maitre performs; nous verrons, 
Madame, nous verrons. But with all this racket and 
gaiety, do you understand that a gentleman feels very 
lonely? I swear I had sooner have a pipe and a gin 
and water soiree with somebody, than the best Presi- 
dent's orgeat. I go to my cousins for half an hour 
almost every day; you'd like them better than poor 
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Mary whom you won't be able to stand, at least if she 
talk to you about her bodily state as she talks to me. 
What else shall I say in this stupid letter? I've not 
seen any children as pretty as Magdalene, that's all. 
I have told Annie to write to you and I am glad Mrs. 
Fan is going to stay; and I hear that several papers 
have reproduced the thunder and small beer articles;^ 
and I thank you for your letter; and pray the best 
prayers I am worth for you, and your husband, and 
child, my dear lady. 

W. M. T. 



Tuesday [28rd April 1850] 
Your Sunday's letter only came in this morning, I 
am sorrj'' to see my dear lady writes tristely, but I would 
rather you would write sorrowfully if you feel so than 
sham gaiety or light-heartedness. What's the good of 
a brother to you, if you can't tell him things? If I am 
dismal don't I give you the benefit of the dumps? Ah! 
I should like to be with you for an hour or two and see 
if you are changed and oldened, in this immense time 
that you have been away. But business and pleasure 
keep me here nailed. I have an awful week of festin- 
ties before me; today Shakespeare's birthday at the 
Garrick Club, dinner and speech. Lunch, Madame 
Lionel Rothschild's; ball, Lady Waldegrave's ; she 
gives the finest balls in London, and I have never seen 
one yet. Tomorrow, of five invitations to dinner, the 
first is Mr. Marshall, the Duke of Devonshire's eve- 
ning party. Lady Emily Dundas' ditto. Thursday, 
Sir Anthony Rothschild. Friday, the domestic affec- 
tions. Saturday, Sir Robert Peel. Sunday, Lord 

^Thackeray's reply to a criticism in the Tim€9, 




m br TbackovT Id Un. Brooklleld'i ponasloo (ptrhaps Lady i 



•• 






.• , t-..V AND 



LETTERS OF THACKERAY 123 

Lansdowne's. Isn't it curious to think— it was striking 
my great mind yesterday, as Annie was sorting the 
cards in the chimney-glass,— that there are people who 
would give their ears, or half their income to go to these 
fine places? I was riding with an Old BaUey barrister, 
yesterday in the Park, and his pretty wife {on les 
aiment jolieSj Madame). He apologised for knowing 
people who lived in Brunswick Square, and thought to 
prove his gentility by calling it that demned place. 

The good dinner on Friday was very pleasant and 
quiet with old acquaintances, the ladies, M. P.'s wives, 
took me aside and asked confidentially about the fash- 
ionable world in which it is supposed, I believe, that I 
live entirely now; and the wonder is that people don't 
hate me more than they do. I tried to explain that I 
was still a man, and that among the ladies of fashion, 
a lady could but be a lady, and no better nor no worser. 
Are there any better ladies than you and Pincushion? 
Annie has found out that quality in the two of you, 
with her generous instincts. I had a delightful morning 
with her on Sunday, when she read me the Deserted 
Village^ and we talked about it. I couldn't have talked 
with her so, with anybody else, except perhaps you, in 
the room. Saturday! what did I do? I went to Punch 
and afterwards to a play, to see a piece of the Lady of 
Lyons performed, by a Mr. Anderson. Before that to 
the Water-Colour Society, which was choke-full of 
bishops and other big-wigs, and among them Sir Rob- 
ert Peel elaborately gracious,— conversation with Lady 
Peel, about 2000 people looking on. Bows, grins, 
grimaces on both sides, followed by an invitation to 
dinner next Saturday. The next person I shook hands 
with after Sir Robert Peel, was— who do you think? 
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Mrs. Rhodes of the Back Kitchen; I thought of yoa 

that very instant, and to think of you, dear lady, is to 

bless you. 

« « * « « 

After, in going home from the Berrys, where was t 
great assembly of polite persons. Lady Morley, whom 
you love, (we laughed and cracked away so that it 
would have made you angry) my dear Elliot, and 
Perry, Lord Lansdowne, Carlyle, ever so many more. 
Oh 1 stop, at the Water Colcmrs on Saturday, Mr. Hal- 
lam asked me to dinner. He and Lord Mohun and Miss 
Julia went and admired a picture, O ! such a spoony pic- 
ture. Sunday I went to Hampstead with the infants, 
and dined at the Crowes*; I went to Higgins', a very 
pleasant little party ; sorry his reverence could not come. 
And then, which is I believe Monday, I was alarmed at 
not getting my manuscript back; I drew wood blocks 
all day, rode in the Park for three hours without call- 
ing or visiting anjn^'here ; came home to dinner, went to 
the Berrj's's and am back again at twelve, to say G. B. Y. 

[1850] 

Cambridge. 
Madam : 

I have only had one opportunity of saying how do you 

do to-day, on the envelope of a letter which you will have 

received from another, and even more intimate friend 

W. H. B. This is to inform you that I am so utterly and 

dreadfully miserable now he has just gone off at one 

o'clock to Norwich by the horrid mail, that I think I 

can't bear this place beyond tomorrow and must come 

back again. 
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We had a very pleasant breakfast at Dr. Henry 
Midne's and two well-bred young gents of the Univer- 
sity, and broiled fowls and mushrooms, just as we re- 
member them 200 years ago. . . • 

I have had the meanness not to take a private room 
and write in consequence in the Coffee Apartment in a 
great state of disquiet. Young under-graduates are 
eating supper, chattering is going on incessantly. I 
wonder whether William is safe in the train, or will he 
come back in two minutes, too late for the conveyance. 
Yes, here he comes actually— no, it is only the waiter 
with a fresh supply of bitter beer for the young gents. 
Well, we brexfested with Mr. and Mrs. Maine, and I 
thought him a most kind, gentle, and lovable sort of 
man, so to speak, and liked her artlessness and simplicity. 
(Note that this is the same horrid ink of last night, which 
will blot.) And then we went to fetch walks over the 
ground, forgotten, and yet somehow well remembered. 
William says he is going to bring you down here, and you 
will like it and be very happy. . . . 

Just now William, I was going to write VilUam^ but I 
knew you wouldn't like it, says, " She is dining at Lady 
Monteagle's,'* so I said '' Let us drink her health," and 
we did, in a mixture of ale and soda water, very good. 
There was a bagman asleep in the room, and we drank 
your health, and both of us said, " God bless her," I think 
this is the chief part of my transactions during the 
day. ... I think I said we walked about in haunts 
once familiar. We went to the Union where we read 
the papers, then drove to the river where we saw the 
young fellows in the boats, then amidst the College 
groves and cetera, and peeped into various courts and 
halls, and were not unamused, but bitterly melancho- 
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lious, though I must say William complimented me on 
my healthy appearance, and he for his part, looked un- 
commonly well. 

I went then to see my relations, old Dr. Thackeray 75 
years of age, perfectly healthy, handsome, stupid and 
happy, and he isn't a bit changed in twenty years, nor 
is his wife, strange to say. I told him he looked like my 
grandfather, his uncle, on which he said, ** Your grand- 
father was by no means the handsomest of the Thack- 
erays," and so I suppose he prides himself on his pe^ 
sonal beauty. At four, we went to dine with Don 
Thompson in Hall, where the thing to me most striking 
was the if you please, the smell of the dinner, ex- 
actly like what I remember afore-time. Savoury odouis 
of youth borne across I don't know what streams and 
deserts, struggles, passions, poverties, hopes, hopeless 
loves and useless loves of twenty years ! There is a sen- 
timent suddenlv worked out of a number of veal and 
mutton joints, which surprises me just as much as it as- 
tonishes you, but the best or worst of being used to the 
pen is, that one chatters with it as with the tongue to cer- 
tain persons, and all things blurt out for good or for bad. 
You know how to take the good parts generously and to 
forget the bad, dear kind lady. . . . 

Then we went to Jenny Lind's concert, for which a 
gentleman here gave us tickets, and at the end of the first 
act we agreed to come away. It struck me as atrociously 
stupid. I was thinking of something else the whole time 
she was jugulating away, and Ol I was so glad to get to 
the end and have a cigar, and I wanted so to go away 
with Mr. Williams, for I feel entirely out of place in 
this town. This seems to me to be spoken all in a breath, 
and has been written without a full stop. Does it not 
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strike you as entirely frantic and queer? Well, I wish I 
were back. . • • 

I am going out to breakfast to see some of the gallant 
young blades of the University, and tonight, if I last 
until then, to the Union to hear a debate. What a queer 
thing it is. I think William is a little disappointed that I 
have not been made enough a lion of, whereas my timid 
nature trembles before such honours, and my vanity 
would be to go through life as a gentleman— as a Major 
Pendennis — you have hit it. I believe I never do think 
about my public character, and certainly didn't see the 
gyps, waiters and under-graduates whispering in hall, as 
your William did, or thought he did. He was quite 
happy in some dreary rooms in College, where I should 
have perished of ennui,— thus are we constituted. An 
old hook-nosed clergjrman has just come into the Coffee- 
room, and is looking over my shoulder I think, and has 
put a stop to the sentence beginning " thus are we con- 
stituted " &c. 

Jenny Lind made £400 by her concert last night and 
has given £100 to the hospital. This seems rather pom- 
pous sort of piety, it would be better to charge people 
less than 81/6 for tickets, and omit the charity to 
the poor. But you see people are never satisfied (the 
hook-nosed clergjrman has just addressed a remark) 
only I pitied my cousins the Miss Thackerays last 
night, who were longing to go and couldn't, because 
tickets for four or five of them in the second rows, 
would have cost as many guineas, and their father could 
not afford any such siun. . . . Present my best 
compliments to Mrs. Fanshawe. If you see Mrs. 
Elliot remember me to her most kindly, and now to 
breakfast. 
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Written to us, when we were at Cambridge. [1850.] 

Wednesday, 3£idniglit 

I have made an awful smash at the Literary Fund and 
have tiunbled into 'Evins knows where; — It was a tie- 
mendous exhibition of imbecility. Good night. I hope 
you 2 are sound asleep. Why isn't there somebody tlut 
I could go and smoke a pipe to? 

Bon Soir 

But O ! what a smash I have madel 

I am talking quite loud out to myself at the Garrid 
sentences I intended to have uttered: but they wouldn't 
come in time. 

After the fatal night of the Literary Fund disaster, 
when I came home to bed (breaking out into exclama- 
tions in the cab, and letting off madly, parts of the 
speech which wouldn't explode at the proper time) I 
found the house lighted up, and the poor old mother 
waiting to hear the result of the day, — So I told her that 
I was utterly beaten and had made a fool of myself, 
upon which with a sort of cry she said " No you didn't, 
old man,"— and it appears that she had been behind a 
pillar in the gallery all the time and heard the speeches; 
and as for mine she thinks it was beautiful. So you see, 
if there's no pleasing everybody, yet some people are 
easily enough satisfied. The children came down in the 
morning and told me about my beautiful speech which 
Granny had heard. She got up early and told them the 
storv about it, vou mav be sure ; her story, which is not 
the true one, but like what women's stories are. 

I have a faint glimmering notion of Sir Charles 
Hedges having made his appearance somewhere in the 
middle of the speech, but of what was said I haven't the 
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smallest idea. The discomfiture will make a good chap- 
ter for Pen. It is thus we make flhche de tout bois; and I, 
I suppose every single circumstance which occurs to pain 
or please me henceforth, wiU go into print somehow or 
the other, so take care, if you please, to be very well be- 
haved and kind to me or else you may come in for a 
savage chapter in the very next ntunber. 

As soon as I rallied from the abominable headache 
which the Free Masons tavern always gives, I went out 
to see ladies who are quite like sisters to me, they are so 
kind, lively and cheerful. Old Lady Morley was there 
and we had a jolly lunch, and afterwards one of these 
ladies told me by whom she sat at Lansdowne House, 
and what they talked about and how pleased, she, my 
friend was. She is a kind generous soul and I love her 
sincerely. 

After the luncheon (for this is wrote on Saturday, for 
all yesterday I was so busy from nine till five, when my 
horse was brought and I took a ride and it was too late 

for the post) I went to see , that friend of my youth 

whom I used to think 20 years ago the most fascinating, 
accomplished, witty and delightful of men. I found an 
old man in a room smelling of brandy and water at 5 

o'clock at , quite the same man that I remember, 

only grown coarser and stale somehow, like a piece of 
goods that has been hanging up in a shop window. He 
has had 15 years of a vulgar wife, much solitude, very 
much brandy and water I should think, and a depressing 
profession ; for what can be more depressing than a long 
course of hypocrisy to a man of no small sense of hu- 
mour? It was a painful meeting. We tried to talk un- 
reservedly, and as I looked at his face I remembered the 
fellow I was so fond of.— He asked me if I still con- 



180 LETTERS OF THACKERAY 

sorted with any Cambridge men; and so I mentiooed 
Einglake and one Brookfield of whom I saw a good 
deal. He was surprised at this, as he heard Brookfidd 
was so violent a Puseyite as to be just on the point of 
going to Rome. He can't walk, having paralysis in Us 
legs, but he preaches every Sunday, he says, being 
hoisted into his pulpit before service and waiting there 
whilst his curate reads down below. 

I think he has very likely repented : he spoke of his 
preaching seriously and without affectation: perhaps he 
has got to be sincere at last after a long dark lonely life. 
He showed me his daughter of 15, a pretty girl with a 
shrewish face and bad manners. The wife did not show. 
He must have been glad too when I went away and I 
dare say is more scornful about me than I about him. 
I used to worship him for about 6 months ; and now he 
points a moral and adorns a tale such as it is in Penden- 

nis. He lives in the Duke of park at and 

wanted me to come down and see him, and go to the 
Abbey he said, where the Duke would be so glad to have 
me.— But I declined this treat— O fie for shame! How 

proud we get! Poor old Harry ! and this battered 

vulgar man was my idol of youth! My dear old Fitz- 
gerald is always right about men, and said from the first 
that this was a bad one and a sham. You see, some folks 
have a knack of setting up for themselves idols to wor- 
ship. 

Don't be flying off in one of your fits of passion, I 
don't mean you. 

Then I went to dine at 's, where were his wife and 

sister. I don't think so much of the wife, though she is 
pretty and clever— but Becky-fied somehow, and too 
much of a petite mmtresse. I suppose a deal of flattery 
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has been poured into her ears, and numberless men have 
dangled round that pretty light little creature. The 
sister with her bright eyes was very nice though, and I 
passed an evening in great delectation till midnight 
drawing nonsense pictures for these ladies, who have 
both plenty of relish for nonsense. Yesterday, after 
working all day, and then going to the London Library 
to audit accounts — doesn't that sound grand?— and 
taking a ride, I came home to dinner, fell asleep as usual 
afterwards, slept for 12 hours, and am now going to 
attack Monsieur Pendennis. Here is the journal. Now 
Ma'm have you been amused? Is King's very fine? is 
Trinity better? did you have a nice T at Mrs. Maine's? 
When are you coming back? Lord and Lady Castle- 
reagh came here yesterday, and I want you to come back, 
so that I may give them an entertainment;— for I told 
my lady that I wanted to show her that other lady men- 
tioned in the Punch article as mending her husband's 
chest of drawers — but I said waistcoat.— Sir Bulwer 
Lytton called yesterday. 

To-night I am going to the bar dinner, and shall 
probably make another speech.— I don't mind about fail- 
ing there, so I shall do pretty well. I rode by Portman 
Street on Thursday. Please to write and let me know 
whether you'll dine on the 28th or the 80th, or can you 
give me both those days to choose from. And so God 
bless both on you. 

(Signed 8 hands clasped.) 
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Fragment of a letter 
About 1850 

I could not come yesterday evening to ring at tbe 
door; for I did not return until 8 o'clock from the visit 
to the emigrant ship at Gravesend, and then I had to 
work until 12, and polish off Pendennis. There are 
always four or five hours work when it is over, and four 
or five more would do it all the good in the world, and i 
second, or third reading. 

That emigrant business was very solemn and affect- 
ing ; it was with di£Sculty I could keep my spectacles diy 
—amongst the people taking leave, the families of grave- 
looking parents and unconscious children, and the bustle 
and incidents of departure. The cabins in one of the 
ships had only just been fitted up, and no sooner done 
than a child was that instant bom in one of them, on the 
very edge of the old world as it were, which it leaves for 
quite a new country, home, empire. You shake hands 
with one or two of these people and pat the yellow heads 
of the children (there was a Newcastle woman with 
eight of them, who interested me a good deal) and say 
" God bless you, shake hands, you and I shall never meet 
again in this world, go and do your work across the four 
months of ocean, and God prosper it/* The ship drops 
down the river, it gives us three great cheers as we come 
away in the steamer with hea\y hearts rather. In three 
hours more Mr. W. M. T. is hard at work at Punch oflBce; 
Mr. Parson Quikette has got to his night school at St 
G^eorge's in the East; that beautiful gracious princess 
of a Mrs. Herbert is dressing herself up in diamonds 
and rubies very likely, to go out into the world, or is she 
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up stairs in the nursery, reading a good book over the 
child's cradle? Oh! enonnous, various, changing, won- 
derful, solemn world? Admirable providence of God 
that creates such an infinitude of men, it makes one very 
grave, and full of love and awe. I was thinking about 
this yesterday morning before six, when I was writing 
the last paragraph of Pendennis in bed, and the sun 
walked into the room and supplied the last paragraph 
with an allusion about you, and which I think means a 
benediction upon William, and your child, and my dear 
lady. God keep you. 

As I am waiting to see Mrs. Bullar, I find an old re- 
view with an advertisement in it, containing a great part 
of an article I wrote about Fielding, in 1840 in the 
Times. Perhaps Madame will like to see it, and Mr. 
Williams. My wife was just sickening at that moment; 
I wrote it at Margate, where I had taken her, and used 
to walk out three miles to a little bowling-green, and 
write there in an arbour — coming home and wondering 
what was the melancholy oppressing the poor little 
woman. The Times gave me five guineas for the article. 
I recollect I thought it rather shabby pay, and twelve 
days after it appeared in the paper, my poor little wife's 
malady showed itself. 

How queer it is to be carried back all of a sudden to 
that time, and all that belonged to it, and read this article 
over; doesn't the apology for Fielding read like an 
apology for somebody else too? God help us, what a 
deal of cares, and pleasures, and struggles, and happiness 
I have had since that day in the little sunshiny arbour, 
where, with scarcely any money in my pocket, and two 
little children, (Minnie was a baby two months old) I 
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was writing this notice about Fielding. Grief, Love, 
Fame, if you like.— I have had no little of all since then 
( I don't mean to take the fame for more than it's worth, 
or brag about it with any peculiar elation.) 

My deab Madam : On calling on our mutual friend 
Mrs. Procter, yesterday, she was polite enough to offer 
me a seat in her box at Drury Lane theatre this evening, 
when Her Majesty honours the play-house with a visit 
for the benefit of Mr. Macready. Shakespeare is always 
amusing, and I am told the aspect of the beef -eaters at 
the royal box is very imposing. I mentioned to JMrs. 
Procter that I had myself witnessed many entertain- 
ments of this nature, and did not very much desire to be 
present, but intimated to her that I had a friend who I 
believed was most anxious to witness Mr. Macreadv's 
performance in the august presence of the Sovereign. 
I mentioned the name of your husband, and found that 
she had already, with her usual politeness, dispatched a 
card to that gentleman, whom I shall therefore have the 
happiness of meeting this evening. But perhaps you are 
aware, that a chosen few are admitted behind the scenes 
of the theatre, where, when the curtain rises, they appear 
behind the performers, and with loyal hearts join in the 
national anthem, at the very feet of their Queen. My 
reverend friend has an elegant voice, perhaps he would 
like to lift it up in a chorus, which though performed in 
the temple of Thespis, I cannot but consider to be in the 
nature of a hymn. I send therefore a ticket of which I 
beg his polite acceptance, and am dear Madam, with the 
utmost respect, 

Your very faithful servant, 

W. M. Thackeray. 
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P. S. I was a little late for the magnificent entertain- 
ment of my titled friends Sir William and Lady Moles- 
worth, on Saturday, and indeed the first course had been 
removed, when I made my appearance- The banquet was 
sumptuous in the extreme, and the company of the most 
select order. I had the happiness of sitting next to Clar- 
ence Bulbul Esq., M.P., and opposite was the most 
noble, the Marquis of Steyne. Fancy my happiness in 
the company of persons so distinguished. A delightful 
concert followed the dinner, and the whole concluded 
with a sumptuous supper, nor did the party separate 
until a late hour. 



Written about the time when we were at Park Cottage 

Southampton 

[1850] 

As the Sunday Post is open again, I write you a word 
of good-bye— and send you a little conmiission. Please 
to give Dr. Bullar's Infirmary 80/ for me and the chil- 
dren,— or put that sum into his money-box at Prospect 
Place. I tried my very hardest to compose my mind and 
ballad in the railway but it was no use. I start for Ant- 
werp at 9 tomorrow morning ; shall be there at 6 or so on 
Monday; and sleep probably at Cologne or Bonn; and 
if anybody chooses to write to me at Frankfort, Poste 
Restante, I should get the letter I daresay.- Shall I send 
you Lady Kicklebury's Tour? I will if it is at all funny 
or pleasant, but I doubt if it will do for letters well. Oh 
how glum and dingy the city looks, and smoky and 
dreary! Yesterday as I walking in the woods with Mrs. 
Procter looking at the columns of the fir trees, I thought 
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of the pillars here, and said " This place is almost as 
lonely as the Reform Club in September." But the 
difference to the feeling mind is very great betwixt the 
two solitudes, and for one I envy the birds in the Hamp- 
shire boughs— what rubbish 1 

Fragment. 

We have been to Shoolbred's to buy a gown for 
granny. We have been to Madame Victorine's to order 
new dresses for ourselves. We have been to call at jS^Irs. 
Elliot's, Mrs. Prinsep's, Lady Rothschild's, Mr. H. 
Hallam's, Mrs. James's, Mrs. Pollock's, Lady Pollock's, 
and the young women are gone home, and I am expect- 
ing Mr. William to dine here. I have ordered such a 
nice dinner; we are to go to the Sartoris' afterwards. 
Will you go there next Friday? I think I shall go 
somewhere on Sunday, Monday and Tuesday, I have no 
engagements for those three days, isn't it wonderful? 
But I'll be magnanimous and not bother my dear lady's 
friends. 

I saw Harr}^ Hallam, he and the faithful Maine were 
reading hard. jMaine wanted me to fix to go to his house 
on Friday the 4th May, but I wouldn't. Harry was 
very pleasant, jovial, and gracious. He has been speak- 
ing well of me to the Elliots'. The artful dodger, he 
knew they would tell me again. What kind women they 
are! They say they had a very nice letter from you; I 
didn't have a nice letter from vou ; and as for vour letter 
to my mamma, which I read, O ! ma'am, how frightened 
you were when you wrote it, and what for were you in a 
fright? You have brains, imagination, wit; how con- 
ceited it is to be afraid, then. 
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I saw my lovely Vikginia to-day, she was as kind and 
merry as ever. The children seemed to stare to hear me 
laugh and talk, I never do at home. . . . 

Mk. Inspector, 

Mr. Kenyon having called upon me to fix a day when 

you may have the honour of meeting me at his house, I 

have proposed Christmas Eve, and am with compliments 

to the geehrte Frau SchuUnspektorin 

Yours 

W. M. T. 

WnrrE Lion, Bristol, 

Monday 1850. 
Mt dear Lady : 

With the gold pen there's no knowing how and what I 
write, the handwriting is quite difi^erent and it seems as 
if one was speaking with a different voice. Fancy a man 
stepping up to speak to you on stilts and trying to make 
a bow, or pajring you compliments through a Punch's 
whistle; — not that I ever do pay you a compliment, you 
know, but I can't or I shan't be able for a line or two to 
approach you naturally, and must skate along over this 
shiny paper. 

I went to Clevedon and saw the last rites performed 
for poor dear Harry. — ^ I went from here, and waited 
at Candy's till the time of the funeral, in such cold 
weather 1 Candy's shop was full of ceaseless customers 
all the time — there was a little boy buying candles and an 
old woman with the toothache— and at last the moment 
drew nigh and Tinling in a scarf and hat-band driving 
himself down from the Court, passed the shop, and I 

1 H. F. Hallam died 94th Oct 1850. 



188 LETTERS OF THACKERAY 

went down to the church. It looked ireiy tranquil and 
well ordained, and I had half an hour there before the 
procession came in view. Those ceremonies over a 
corpse— the immortal soul of a man being in the keeping 
of Gk)d, and beyond the reach of all undertakers,— al- 
ways appear to me shocking rather than solemn,— and 
the horses and plumes give me pain. — The awful mo- 
ment was when the dear old father — the coffin being 
lowered into the vault where so much of his affection and 
tenderest love Ues buried, went down into the cave and 
gave the coffin a last kiss;— there was no standing that 
last most affecting touch of Nature. . . • Mr. 
Hallam who had been up-stairs came down after an 
hour or two; and I was so sorry that I had decided on 
coming back to Bristol, when he asked me whether 1 
wasn't going to stay? Why didn't I? I had written 
and proposed myself to Dean Elliot in the morning per- 
sonally, and I find he is out of town on returning here 
in the coldest night to the most discomfortable inn, writ- 
ing paper, gold pen. . . . Duty, Duty is the word, 
and I hope and pray you will do it cheerfully. 

Now it is to comfort and help the weak-hearted, and 
so may your comforter and helper raise you up when you 
fall. I wonder whether what I said to vou vesterdav 
was true ? I know what I think about the famous chap- 
ter of St. Paul that we heard to-day,— one glorj" of the 
sun, and another of the moon, and one flesh of birds and 
one of fish and so forth,- premature definitions — yearn- 
ings and strivings of a great heart after the truth. All 
me— when shall we reach the truth? How can we \vith 
imperfect organs? but we can get nearer and nearer, or 
at least eliminate falsehood. 

To-morrow then for Sir John Cam Hobhouse. Write 
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to me there, dear sister, and tell me you are cheerful and 
that your baby is well, and that you love your affection- 
ate old brother. When will you see the children? to- 
morrow I hope. And now I will go to bed and pray as 
best I can for you and yours and your nieces and your 
faithful old Makepeace. 

G. B. Y. 



1851. 

I have no news to give for these two days, but I have 
been busy and done nothing. Virtue doesn't agree with 
me well, and a very little domestic roseleaf rumpled puts 
me off my work for the day. Yesterday it was, I forget 
what ; to-day it has been the same reason ; and lo ! Satur- 
day Cometh and nothing is done. . . . We have 
been to the Zoological Gardens this fine day and amused 
ourselves in finding likenesses to our friends in many of 
the animals. Thank Evnst both of the girls have plenty 
of fun and humour; your's ought to have, from both 
sides of the house, — and a deal of good besides, if she do 
but possess a mixture of William's disposition and yours. 
He will be immensely tender over the child when no- 
body's by, I am sure of that. No father knows for a few 
months what it is, but they learn afterwards. It strikes 
me I have made these statements before. 

We had a dull dinner at Lady 's, a party of 

chiefly; and O! such a pretty one, blue eyes, gold hair, 
alabaster shoulders and such a splendid display of them. 
Venables was there, very shy and grand-looking— how 
kind that man has always been to me!— and a Mr. 
Simeon of the Isle of Wight, an Oxford man, who won 
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my heart by praising certain parts of Vanity Fair wtiA 
people won't like. Carlyle glowered in in the evening; 
and a man who said a good thing. Speaking of a stoirid 
place at the sea-side, Sandwich I think, somebody said 
Can't you have any fun there? " " O I yes,*' Corry said, 
but you must take it with you.'' A nice speech I think, 
not only witty but indicating a gay cheerful heart I 
intend to try after that; toe intend to try after that; and 
by action and so forth get out of that morbid dissatisfied 
condition. Now I am going to dress to dine with Lord 
Holland ; my servant comes in to tell me it is time. He 
is a capital man, an attentive, alert, silent, plate-deaning, 
intelligent fellow; I hope we shall go on well together, 
and that I shall be able to afford him. . . . 

Boz is capital this month, some verj'^ neat pretty nat- 
ural writing indeed, better than somebody else's again. 
By Jove, he is a clever fellow, and somebody else must 
and shall do better. Quiet, pleasant dinner at Lord 
Holland's; leg of mutton and that sort of thing, home 
to bed at 10.30, and to-morrow to work really and truly. 
Let me hear, please, that you are going on well and I 
shall go on all the better. 



April 29th, 1851. 
Madam and dear Lady : 

Will you have a little letter to-day, or a long letter 

to-morrow? for there's only half an hour to post time.— 

A little letter to-day?— I don't wonder at poets being 

selfish, such as Wordsworth and Alfred. — I have been 

for five days a poet, and have thought or remembered 

nothing else but myself and my rhjTnes and my measure. 

If somebodv had come to me and said, " Mrs. Brookfield 
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has just had her arm cut off," I should have gone on 
with. Queen of innumerable isles, tidumtidy, tidumtidy, 
and not stirred from the chair. The children and no- 
body haven't seen me except at night; and now though 
the work is just done, (I am just returned from taking 
it to the Times oflSce) I hardly see the paper before me, 
so utterly beat, nervous, bilious and overcome I feel; so 
you see you chose a very bad day ma'am for a letter from 
yours very sincerely. If you were at Cadogan Place I 
would walk in, I dare say, say God bless you, and then 
ask leave to go to sleep. Now you must be thinking of 
coming back to Pimlico soon, for the lectures are to be- 
gin on the 15th. I tried the great room at Willis's yes- 
terday, and recited part of the multiplication table to a 
waiter at the opposite end, so as to try the voice. He 
said he could hear perfectly, and I daresay he could, but 
the thoughts somehow swell and amplify with that high- 
pitched voice and elaborate distinctness. As I perceive 
how poets become selfish, I see how orators become hum- 
bugs and selfish in their way too, absorbed in that selfish 
pursuit and turning of periods. It is curious to take 
these dips into a life new to me as yet, and try it and see 
how I like it, isn't it? Ah me, idleness is best; that is, 
quiet and repose of mind and somebody to love and be 
fond of, aqd nil admirari in fine. The gentlemen of the 
G. tell me, and another auditor from the Macready din- 
ner, that my style of oratory was conspicuous for con- 
summate ease and impudence, I, all the while feeling in 
so terrible a panic that I scarcely knew at the time what 
I was uttering, and didn't know at all when I sat down. 
—This is all I have to tell you about self, and ten days 
which have passed away like a fever. Why, if we were 
to let the poetic cock turn, and run, there's no end of it I 
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think. Would you like me now to become a great— 
fiddlededee? no more egotisms Mr. M. if you please. 

I should have liked to see your master on Sunday, but 
how could I? and Lordl I had such a headadie, and 
Dicky Doyle came, and we went to Soyer's Symposium 
and the Crystal Palace together, where the great cahn 
leviathan stean^ engines and machines lying alongside 
like great line of battle ships, did wonderfuDy move me; 
and I think the English compartment do beat the rest 
entirely, and that let alone our engines, which be incom- 
parable, our painters, artificers, makers of busts and 
statues, do deserve to compare with the best foreign. 
This I am sure will interest and please Miss Brookfield 
very much. Gk)d bless that dear little lady. I would 
give two-pence to hear her say, " more tea." Oh, by the 
way can I have that young woman of whom Rossiter 
spoke? Mary goes away at the end of the week and a 
cook is coming, and I want a maid, but have had no 
leisure to think of one until now, when my natural af- 
fairs and alf ections are beginning to return to my mind, 
and when I am my dear lady's friend and servant, 

W. M. T. 



May, 1851. 
Ames: 

I write you a little word after that Exhibition from 
home. 

The ode has had a great success. What do you mean 
by " an ode as she calls it?" Vive dieu, Madame, it is 
either an ode or nix (the German for nothing.) And as 
for the Exhibition, which don't interest me at all so mudi, 
it was a noble, awful, great love-inspiring, gooseflesh- 
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bringing sight. I got a good place by good luck and 
saw the whole affair, of which no particular item is won- 
derful ; but the general effect, the multitude, the riches, 
the peace, the splendour, the security, the sunshine, great 
to see, — much grander than a coronation. The vastest 
and sublimest popular festival that the world has ever 
witnessed before. What can one say about it but com- 
monplace ? There was a Chinese with a face like a pan- 
tomime-mask and shoes, who went up and kissed the 
Duke of Wellington, much to the old boy's surprise. 

And the Queen looked not uninteresting; and Prince 
Albert grave, handsome, and princely ; and the Prince of 
Wales and the Princess Royal are nice children,— very 
eager to talk and observe they seemed. And while the 
Archbishop was saying his prayer, beginning with Pater 
Noster, which sounded, in that wonderful throng, inex- 
pressibly sweet and awful, three Romish Priests were 
staring about them, with opera glasses ; which made me 
feel as angry as the Jews who stoned Stephen. 

I think this is all I have to say. I am very tired and 
the day not over, for I have promised the children to take 
them to the play, in recompense for their disappointment 
in not getting to the Exhibition, which they had hopes of 
seeing through my friend Cole. ... 



[1851.] 



Reform Club. 



My Deab Sib ob Madam : 

Paa^ vobiscum; ora pro nobis. If you go to the lecture 
to-day, will you have the fly? It will be only ever so 
little out of the fly's way to come for you : and will you 
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fetch me from this place please, and will you send an 
answer by coachman to say whether you will come or no? 
I had a gentle ride in the Park, and was all but com- 
ing to 15, but I thought I wouldn't get off my oss at any 
place save that where I am going to work, namely this 
here, until lecture time. Doyle will be in waiting at 4i 
o'clock to let the stray sheep into the fold. 

I am, yours 

Makepeace, 
Bishop of Mealy Potatoes. 

Mt Dear Lady: 

I have been at work until now, eight o'clock. The 
house is very pleasant, Mr. and Mrs. G. bent on being 
so, the dinners splendacious, and what do you think I 
did yesterday? Please to tell Spring Rice this with my 
best regards, tomorrow. I thought over the confounded 
Erminia matter in the railroad, and wrote instantly on 
arriving here, a letter of contrition and apology to 
Henry Taylor for having made, what I see now, was a 
flippant and offensive allusion to Mrs. Taylor. I am 
glad I have done it. I am glad that so many people 
whom I have been thinking bigoted and unfair and un- 
just towards me, have been right, and that I have been 
wrong, and my mind is an immense deal easier. 



My Dear : Will you, I mean Mr. Brookfield, 

like to come to Mrs. S's sworry to-night? There will be 
very pretty music, and yesterday when I met her, I said 
I wanted her very much to go and sing to a sick lady of 
my acquaintance and she said she would with the great- 
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est pleasure in the world; and I think it would be right 
if Mr. Brookfield should call upon her, and I am disen- 
gaged on Wednesday next either for evening or dinner, 
and Mrs. Sartoris' number is 99 Eaton Place, and I am. 

Your obedient servant 

W. M. Thackeray. 

My Dear Vdsux : 

I have told the mouche to call for me at the Pimch 
office at eight, and to come round by Portman Street 
first. If you like you can come and we can go to a little 
play, a little something, to Hampstead even if you were 
up to it. If you'd like best to sit at home, I'd like to 
smoke a pipe with you ; if you'd like best to sit at home 
alone, I can go about my own business, but don't mind 
choosing which way of the three you prefer, and 

Believe me, haUis yours 

W. M. T. 

My dear sice Lady : 

I send you 1, 2, 8, 4, 5, 6, 7, MSS just to amuse you 
for ten minutes. Annie's I am sure will; isn't it good? 
the perilous passage, and the wanting to see me. The 
letters are to ladies who bother me about the Bath and 
Wash-house fete; and the verses, marked 2, were written 
in a moment of depression— I wonder whether you will 
like No. 2? 

Virginia wasn't at dinner after all, yesterday. Wasn't 
that a judgment on somebody? She stopped to take 
care of a sick sister she has ; but I made myself as happy 
as circumstances admitted, and drank your health in a 
glass of Mr. Prinsep's excellent claret; one can't drink 
mere port this weather. 
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When you have read all the little papers, pkaae put 
them back, and send them by the printer's devil to their 
owner. It has just crossed my mind that you may think 
it very conceited, my sending you notes to read, ad- 
dressed to grand ladies, as if I was proud of my dever- 
ness in writing them, and of being in a state of corre- 
spondence with such grand persons. But I don't want to 
show off, only to try and give you ever so little amuse- 
ment, and I don't choose to think about what other 
people choose to think about. 

Yours, dear Mrs. Brookfield, 

W. M. Thackeray. 

Mt dear Madam : 

I am always thinking of Mrs. C — W — H— with a 
feeling of regard, so intense and incomprehensible, that 
feeble words cannot give it utterance, and I know that 
only a strong struggle with my interior and a Principle 
which I may say is based on the eternal data of perennial 
reminiscences, can keep this fluttering heart tolerably 
easy and secure. But what, what, is Memorj^? Memory 
without Hope is but a negative idiosyncracy, and Hope 
without Memory, a plant that has no root. Life has 
many such, but still I feel that they are too few; death 
may remove or in some way modify their poignancy; 
the future alone can reconcile them with the irrevocable 
fiat of yesterday, and tomorrow I have little doubt will 
laugh them into melancholy scorn. Deem not that I 
speak lightly, or that beneath the mask of satire, any 
doubt, any darkness, any pleasure even, or foreboding, 
can mingle with the depth of my truthfulness. Passion 
is but a hypocrite and a monitor, however barefaced. 

Action, febrile continuous action, should be the pole 
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star of our desolate being. If this is not reality, I know 
not what is. Mrs. C. W. H. may not understand me, but 
you will. 

Fragment. 

. . . . And is W. BuUar going to work upon you 
with his "simple mysticism?" I don't know about the 
Unseen World; the use of the seen World is the right 
thing I'm sure!— it is just as much God's world and 
Creation as the Kingdom of Heaven with all the angels. 
How will you make yourself most happy in it? how 
secure at least the greatest amount of happiness com- 
patible with your condition? by despising to-day, and 
looking up cloudward ? Pish. Let us turn God's to-day 
to its best use, as well as any other part of the time He 
gives us. When I am on a cloud a-singing, or a pot 
boiling— I will do my best, and if you are ill, you can 
have consolations; if you have disappointments, you 
can invent fresh sources of hope and pleasure. I'm glad 
you saw the Crowes, and that they gave you pleasure;— 
and that noble poetry of Alfred's gives you pleasure 
(I'm happy to say ma'am I've said the very same thing 
in prose that you like— the very same words almost). 
The bounties of the Father I believe to be countless and 
inexhaustible for most of us here in life; Love the 
greatest. Art (which is an exquisite and admiring sense 
of nature) the next.— By Jove! I'll admire, if I can, the 
wing of a Cock-sparrow as much as the pinion of an 
Archangel ; and adore God the Father of the earth, jfirst ; 
waiting for the completion of my senses, and the fulfil- 
ment of His intentions towards me afterwards, when 
this scene closes over us. So when Bullar turns up his i to 
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the ceiling, I'll look straight at your dear kind face and 
thank Grod for knowing that, my dear; and though n^ 
nose is a broken pitcher, yet, Lo and behold there's t 
Well gushing over with kindness in my heart where n^ 
dear lady may come and drink. God bless you^— and 
William and little Magdalene. 

Fragment. 

I have had the politest offer made me to go to Scot- 
land, to Edinburgh, where there is a meeting of the 
savants— just the thing for me, you know; thence to the 
Highlands with Edward EUice; thence to Miss Prince's 
friend, the Duchess, who is the most jovial, venerable, 
pleasant, and I should think too, a little wicked, old lady. 
And I suppose I could be franked through the kingdom 
from one grandee to another; but it don't seem much 
pleasure or rest, does it? Best clothes every day, and 
supporting conversation over three courses at dinner; 
London over again. And a month of solitary idleness 
and wandering would be better than that, wouldn't it? 
On the other hand it is a thing to do and a sight to see, 
sure to be useful professionally, some day or other, and 
to come in in some story unborn as yet. 

I did the doggerel verses which were running in my 
head when I last wrote you, and they are very lively. 
You'd say the author must have been in the height of 
good spirits;— no, you wouldn't, knowing his glum habit 
and dismal views of life generally. 

We are going on a little holiday excursion down the 
river to Blackwall, to board the American Packet-ship, 
the Southampton, I told you of before ; and shake hands 
with the jolly captain, and see him out of the dock. Then 



LETTERS OF THACKERAY 149 

the young ladies are going to Don Giovanni in the even- 
ing, and I to dine with the Earl of Carlisle, but I want 
quiet. • . • 

Do you remember my telling you of 0'GU)rman Ma- 
hon, bidding some ladies to beware of me for I could 
talk a bird off a tree? I was rather pleased at the ex- 
pression, but 0'GU)rman last Saturday, took me away 
out of Lord Palmerston's arms, with whom I was talk- 
ing, and said that some ladies had informed him, that 
when he made use of that expression, my countenance 
assumed a look of the most diabolical rage and passion, 
and that I abused him, 0'Gk)rman in the most savage 
manner. In vain I remonstrated, he'll believe it to the 
end of his life. 

1851. 

Good Friday. 

Yesterday evening in the bitter blast of the breeze of 
March, a Cavalier, whose fingers were so numbed that 
he scarce could hold the rein of his good steed, might have 
been perceived at a door in Portman Street in converse 
with a footman in dark green livery, and whose buttons 
bore the cognizance of the Well-known house of Brook- 
field. Clouded with care and anxiety at first the horse- 
man's countenance (a stalwart and grey-haired man he 
was, by our lady, and his face bore the marks of woimds 
received doubtless in early encounters) presently as- 
sumed a more cheerful aspect when he heard from the 
curly-pated servitor whom he interrogated that his 
Lady's health was better. " Gramercy " he of the steed 
exclaimed "so that she mend I am happy! happier still 
when I may behold her ! Carry my duty. Fellow, to my 
Mistress' attendant, and tell her that Sir Titmarsh hath 
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been at her gate." It closed upon him. The horse-man 
turned his charger's head home-ward, and soon was lost 
to view in the now lonely park. 

I've been to church already with the young ones— had 
a fine ride in the country yesterday— am going to wori[ 
directly this note goes off —and am exceedingly well and 
jolly in health. I think this is all my news. . • • 
Mrs. Elliot has been very bad but is mending. I dined 
there last night. She was on the sofa, and I thought 
about her kind face coming in to me (along side of an- 
other kind-face) when I was ill. What numbers of 
good folks there are in the world! Fred. Elliot would 
do anjrthing, I believe, to help me to a place. Old Miss 
Berry is very kind too, nothing can be kinder ; but I will 
go back to my poetry for Punch, such as it is, and say 
good-bye to my dear lady and Miss Brookfield and Mr. 

W. M. T. 

[1851.] 
Mesdames : 

You mustn't trust the honest ScoUman, who is such a 
frantic admirer that nothing less than a thousand people 
will content him. I had a hundred subscribers and two 
hundred other people for the first lecture. Isn't that 
handsome? It is such a good audience that I begin to 
reflect about going to America so soon. Why, if so 
much money is to be made in this empire, not go through 
with the business and get what is to be had? The Mel- 
gunds I saw at the sermon, and the Edinburgh big-wigs 
in plenty. The M's live over the way, I go to see them 
directly and thank them. And I like to tell you of my 
good luck, and am always yours, 

W. M. T. 
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15 July, 1851. 

The happy family has scarce had a moment's rest since 
we left the St. Katherine's wharf, and this is wrote on 

board the steamer in the Rhine, with ever so many 

fine views at my back,— Minnie on t'other side writing 
to her grandmother, and Annie reading her father's 
works in the Tauchnitz edition. It has not been a very 
brilliant journey hitherto, but the little ones are satisfied, 
that's the main point. The packet to Antwerp was 
awful, a storm, and a jib carried away, and a hundred 
women being sick on the cabin floor all night. The chil- 
dren very imwell, but behaving excellently; their pa, 
tranquil imder a table and not in the least sick, for a 
wonder. 

We passed the day, Friday, at Antwerp, when I hope 
his reverence came home to you better. And it was very 
pleasant going about with the children, walking and 
lionising. Yesterday, we got up at five and rushed to 
Cologne ; today we rose at four, and rushed to Mayence. 
We shall sleep at Wiesbaden pr at Frankfurt tonight, 
as the fancy siezes me ; and shall get on to Heidelberg, 
then to Basle, then to Berne, & so on to Como, Milan, 
Venice, if it don't cost too much money. I suppose you 
are going to church at this time, and know the bells of 
Knightsbridge are tolling. If I don't go to church my- 
self (but I do, this instant, opposite the young ones) I 
know who will say a God bless me. . . . 

I bought Kicklehurys, Rebecca and Rowena, and the 
Rhine Story and read them through with immense pleas- 
ure. Do you know I think all three Capital, and R. and 
R. not only made me laugh but the other thing. Here's 
pretty matter to send a lady from a tour! Well, I know 
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you like to hear my praises and I am glad to send them 
to you. They are putting off a flat-bottomed boat from 
the shore— they are putting out the tables for dinner. I 
will lock up my paper and finish my letter at scnne future 
halting-place, and so good-bye dear lady. 

Wiesbaden. The first minute to m3rself since we came 
away, and that in a ground fioor closet, where it has been 
like sleeping in the street,— the whole house passing by 
it. It is the Hotel de la Rose. Annie and Minnie are 
put away somewhere in the top of the house, and this 
minute at six in the morning, on the parade, they have 
begun music. The drive hither last night frmn the 
steamer was the most beautiful thing which has hap- 
pened to us yet, and a view of the Rhine at Sunset, seen 
from a height, as lovely as Paradise. This was the first 
fine day we have had, and the splendour of the land- 
scape-colours something marvellous to gaze upon. If 
Switzerland is better than this, we shall be in a delirium. 
It is affecting to see Annie's happiness. My dear noble 
creature, always magnanimous and gentle. I sat with 
the children and talked with them about their motlier 
last night. ... It is my pleasure to tell them how hum- 
ble-minded their mother was, how humble minded you 
are, my dear lady. They bid me to the bath, I rise, I put 
on my scarlet gownd, I go. 

Thursday morning. Again six o'clock. Heidelberg. 
After the bath and the breakfast we discovered that we 
were so uncomfortable at that most comfortable inn the 
Rose, without having the least prospect of bettering our- 
selves, that we determined on quitting Wiesbaden, 
though Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie had arranged a party 
for us, to see the Duke's garden,— an earthly paradise 
according to her account,— and though in the walk, a 
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taking his waters, whom should I see, but T. Parr, 
[Esquire, and I promised to go and see him and your sis- 
ter. But Dieu dispose, and we came off to Frankfurt 
and took a carriage there for two hours and a half and 
inspected the city and then made for Heidelberg which 
we reached at 6i, too late for anjrthing but dinner and a 
sleep afterwards, in the noisiest street I ever slep in; 
and there were other causes for want of rest, and so I 
got me up at five and soothed myself with the pleasant 
cigar of mom. 

My dear lady, the country is very pretty, zwischen 
Frankfurt and Heidelberg, especially some fantastical 
little mountains, the Melibocus range, of queer shapes, 
starting out of the plain, capped with darkUng pine 
forests and ruined castles, covered with many coloured 
crops and based by peaceful little towns with old towers 
and walls. And all these things as I behold, I wish that 
somebody's eyes could see them likewise; and Rl I 
should like a few days rest, and to see nothing but a 
shady wood and a tolerably stupid book to doze over. 

We had Kingsley and his parents from Antwerp; a 
fine honest go-ahead fellow, who charges a subject 
heartily, impetuously, with the greatest courage and sim- 
plicity; but with narrow eyes (his are extraordinarily 
brave, blue and honest), and with little knowledge of 
the world, I think. But he is superior to us worldlings in 
many ways, and I wish I had some of his honest pluck. 
And so my stupid paper is full, and I send my love to 
you and yours. 

Thursday, 17th. [July, 1851.] 
Yesterday was a golden day, the pleasantest of the 
journey as yet. The day before we got to Baden- 
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Baden; and I had a notion of staying, say t¥^ or three 
days, having found an agreeable family aoquaintanoe 
or two, Madame de Bonneval, sister of Miss Galway, 
with whom we went to the hippodrome, & M. Mart- 
chenko, that nice Russian who gave me cigars and flst- 
tered me last year; but the weather beginning to be bid, 
and the impure atmosphere of the pretty, witty gsm- 
bling place not good for my young ones, we came vmj 
by the Basel railroad in ths first-dass, like princes. A 
most delightful journey through the delicious land- 
scape of plain and mountains, which seemed to Switafy 
themselves as we came towards here; and the day's rest 
here has not been least pleasant, though, or perhapi 
because, it rained all the morning and I was glad to lie 
on the sofa and smoke my cigar in peace. On Tuesday 
at Baden it was pretty. Having been on duty for five 
days, I went out for a solitary walk, and was finding 
myself tant soit peu tired of my dear little companions; 
and met Madame de Bonneval, who proposed a little 
tea, and a little society &c. ; and when I came back to 
the inn, there was Annie, with Minnie on her knees, and 
telling her a story with a sweet maternal kindness and 
patience, God bless her. This touched me very mudi 
and I didn't leave them again till bedtime, and didn't 
go to the rouge-et-noir and only for half an hour to 
Monsieur and Madame de Bonneval, — from whose 
society I determined to escape next day, — and we 
agreed it was the pleasantest day we had had ; and Min- 
nie laid out the table of the first class carriage (they are 
like little saloons and delightful to travel in) with all 
the contents of the travelling bag, books, o de Cologne, 
ink &c.; and we had good trout for supper at nine 
o'clock ; and today, at two, we walked out and wandered 
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rery pleasantly for two hours and a half about the town 
uid round it ; and we are very himgry ; and we hope the 
dinner bell wiU ring soon— and tomorrow I am forty 
years old, ^nd hope to find at Berne a letter from my 
dear lady. You see one's letters must be stupid, for 
they are written only when I am tired and just come 
off duty ; but the sweet young ones' happiness is an im- 
mense pleasure to me, and these calm sweet landscapes 
brin^ me calm and delight too; the bright green pas- 
tures, and the soft flowing river (under my window 
now) and the purple pine-covered mountains, with the 
douds flickering round them— O! Lord! how much bet- 
ter it is than riding in the Park and going to dinner at 
eight o'clock I I wonder whether a residence in this 
country would ennoble one's thoughts permanently, and 
get them away from mean quarrels, intrigues, pleas- 
ures? make me write good books— turn poet perhaps or 
orator — and get out of that business of London— in 
which there is one good thing? Ah, one good thing, and 
Gk)d bless her always and always. I see my dear lady 
and her little girl ; pax be with them. Is it only a week 
that we are gone, it seems a year. 

Berne. Saturday 19ih. Faucon.—l must tell you 
that I asked at Heidelberg at the post only by way of 
a joke, and never so much as expecting a half -penny 
worth of letter from you; but here I went off to the 
post as sure as fate. Thinks I, it being my birthday 
yesterday there must be a little something waiting for 
me at the poste restante, but the deuce a bit of a little 
something. Well I hope you're quite well, and I'm sure 
you'd write if something hadn't prevented you, and at 
Milan or at Venice I hope for better fortune. We had 
the most delightful ride yesterday from Basel, going 
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through a country whidb I suppose prepares cme for tte 
splendider scenery of the Alps; kind good-natured lit- 
tle moimtains, not too awful to look at, but encouraging 
in appearance, and leading us gradually up to the eoxx- 
mities which we are to contemplate in a day or two. A 
steady rain fell all day, but this, as it only served to 
make other people uncomfortable, (espedally tiie six 
Belgian fellow-travellers in the Bei-tvagen, wfaidi 
leaked, and in which they must have had a desperate 
time) rather added to our own pleasure, snug in the 
coupS. We have secured it for tomorrow to Lucerne, 
and today for the first time since our journey there's a 
fine bright sun out, and the sight we have already had of 
this most picturesque of all towns, gives me a zest for 
that fine walk which we are going to fetch presently. 
I have made only one sketch in this note ; best not make 
foolish sketches of buildings, but look about and see 
the beautiful pictures done for you by Nature benefi- 
cent. It is almost the first place I have seen in Europe 
where the women actually wear costumes — in Rome 
only the women who get up for the painters dress dif- 
ferently from other folks. Travelling as Paterfamilias, 
with a daughter in each hand, I don't like to speak to 
our country folks ; but give myself airs, rather, and keep 
off^ from them. If I were alone I should make up to 
everybody. You don't see things so well a trots as you do 
alone; you are an English gentleman; you are shy of 
queer-looking or queer-speaking people; you are in 
the coupe; you are an earl;— confound your impudence, 
if you had £5000 a year and were Tomparr, Esq., you 
could not behave yourself more high and mightily. Ah! 
I recollect ten years back, a poor devil looking wistfully 
at the few napoleons in his gousset, and giving himself 
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LO airs at all. He was a better fellow than the one you 
now perhaps ; not that our characters alter, only they 
icvelop and our minds grow grey and bald, &c. I was 

boy ten years ago, bleating out my simple cries in the 
Jreat Hoggarty diamond. We have seen many pretty 
hildren, two especially, sitting in a little tub by the 
oadside; but we agree that there is none so pretty as 
aby Brookfield, we wish for her and for her mother, 

believe. This is a brilliant kind of a tour isn't it? 
gotistical twaddle. IVe forgot the lectures as much 
s if they had never been done, and my impression is 
bat they were a failure. Come along young ladies, 
^e'U go a walk until dinner time, and keep the remain- 
er of this sheet (sacrificing the picture, as after all, 
% shouldn't we? such a two-penny absurd thing?) and 
olding the sheet up in a different way. So good bye 
idy, and I send you a 6 and a B and a Y. 

Lucerne. Monday morning.— We are in love with 
Jeme. We agree that we should like to finish our 
ves there, it is so homely, charming and beautiful, with- 
ut knowing it ; whereas this place gives itself the airs 
f a beauty and offends me somehow. We are in an inn 
ke a town, bells begin at four in the morning, two hours 
go, and at present all the streets of the hotel are alive ; 
^e are not going up the Righi ; Y should we go up a 
iniined mountain to see a dimmed map under our feet ? 
V'e are going on to Milan pretty quick. The day after 
>morrow we shall sail down the Major lake, we hope 
> Sesto Calendi and so to Milan. I wonder whether 
ou have written to me to Como ? Well, I would have 
et five to one on a letter at Berne ; but such is life and 
ich is woman, that the philosopher must not reckon on 
ither. And what news would you have sent? that the 
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baby is well, that you have enjcqred youradf pretty i*d 
at Sevenoaks? — I would give 8^ to bear as mudi as thatj 

«4u «U«HW »?y»tM»4Hlf lMllfcMi|iM&fcuvftiMr«ff> 



ir-'fK 




Such is a feeble but accurate outline of the view out of 
my window at this moment, and all the time I am draw- 
ing it, (you will remark how pleasantly the firs and pas- 
tures in the foreground are indicated, whereas I can- 
not do anything with ink, being black, to represent tbe 
snow on the mountains behind) I am making pretty 
dramatic sketches in my mind of misfortune happening 
to you,— that you are imwell, that you are thrown out 
of a carriage, that Dr. Locock is in attendance, que 
sais'je? 

As for my dear young ones I am as happy with them 
as possible ; Annie is a fat lump of pure gold, the kind- 
est dearest creature, as well as a wag of the first water. 
It is an immense blessing that Heaven has given me 
such an artless affectionate companion. We were look- 
ing at a beautiful, smiling, innocent view at Berne, on 
Saturday, and she said, "it's like Baby Brookfield.** 
There's for you! and so it was like innocence, and 
brightness, and &c. &c. Oh ! may she never fall in love 
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iU>surdly and marry an ass I If she will but make her 
father her confidant, I think the donkey won't long 
keep his gromid in her heart. And so the paper is f uU 
and must go to England without ever so much as say- 
ing thank you for your letter. Good-bye my dear lady, 
good-bye Miss Brookfield, Good-bye Mr. Brookfield, 



Your afi^ectionate, 

W- M. T. 

Au Suisse, July 21st. 

[Fragment.] Paeis, 1851. 

A Story with a Moral. 

Last night I went to a party at the house of my 
mother's friend Madame Colemache (who introduced 
me to Madame Ancelot the authoress, who was dying 
to see me, said Madame Colemache, only I found on 
talking to Madame Ancelot that she didn't know who I 
was, and so was no more dying than the most lively of 
us) and coming down stairs with my Ma I thought to 
myself, I will go home and have an hour's chat with her, 
and try and cheer and console her, for her sad tragic 
looks melted my heart, and always make me think I am 
a cruel monster ; and so I was very tender and sentimen- 
tal and you see caressed her filially as we went down. It 
was a wet night and the fly was waiting, and she was 
just going to step in— but there entered at the house 
door a fiddler with his fiddle under his arm, whom when 
dear old Mater dolorosa beheld, she said, "'O! that is 
Monsieur un tel who has come to play a duo with Laure ; 
I must go back and hear him." And back she went, and 
all my sentimentality was gulped down and I came 
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home and sent the fly back two mfles for her, widi 
Jeames to escort her in the rain. The Moral is thit 
women with those melandboly eyes^ and sad, sad kxda 
are not always so melancholy as they seem; they hsFe 
consolations,— amusements, fiddlers, &c. 



I am happy, as happy as I can be here, which is pretty 
well, though I am bored daily and nightly, and drag 
about sulkily from tea party to tea party. Last vif^ 
my mother had her little T, and they danced, and it wis 
not at all unpleasant quand an y itait. I found an old 
school-fellow, looking ten years jrounger than myseif* 
whom I remember older and bigger than myself twenty- 
eight years ago ; and he had got a charming young wife, 
quite civilized and pleasant to talk to» and the young 
ladies had their new frocks and looked tolerably respec- 
table, and exceedingly happy. They are to go to a 
party on Monday, and another on Wednesday, and on 
Thursday (D. V) we shall be on the homeward road 
again. 

I had cuddled myself with the notion of having CHie 
evening to myself, one quiet dinner, one quiet place at 
the play ; but my mother took my only evening and gave 
it to an old lady whom I don*t want to see, and who 
would have done very well without me,— was there ever 
such a victim? I go about from house to house and 
grumble everyivhere. I say Thursday, D. V., for what 
mayn't happen? My poor cousin Charlotte has a relapse 
of rheumatic fever; my Aunt is in a dreadful prostra- 
tion and terror. " If anything happens to Charlotte," 
she says, " I shall die, and then what will Jane do?" 
« « « ♦ « 
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There's a kind of glum pleasure, isn't there, in sitting 
by sick beds and trying to do one's best ? I took the old 
G. P. to dinner at a Cafi yesterday, before the soiree; 
he is very nice and kind and gentle. • . . 

Well, on Wednesday I am going to dine with the 
Prefet de PoUce, and afterwards to Madame Scriva- 
nacks ball, where I shall meet,— I, an old fellow of 
forty — all the pretty actresses of Paris. Let us give 
a loose to pleasure. . . . 

Mamma and I went to see the old lady last night, — 
Liady Elgin an honest, grim, big, clever old Scotch 
lady, well read and good to talk to, deaUng in religions 
of many denominations, and having estabUshed in her 
house as a sort of director, Mr. C. one of the heads of 
the Irvingites a clever, shifty, sneaking man. I wish I 
had had your story of Manning; that would have been 
conversation, but your note didn't arrive till this morn- 
ing. Thank you, and I hope you are very well. . . . 

I hope you will like good old Miss Agnes Berry ; I am 
sure you will, and shall be glad that you belong to that 
kind and polite set of old ladies and worthy gentlemen. 
Mr. Williams too, will approve of them, I should think. 
I don't know any better company than Foley Wilmot 
and Poodle Byng. Pass quickly Sunday, Monday, 
Tuesday, Wednesday. Shall I let Kensington, with 
ten beds, to an Exhibition-seeing party and live alone? 
Will you take a lodger who will lend you a fly to go to 
the parties which you will be continually frequenting? 
Ah ! that would be pleasant. 

My cousin Charlotte was much better yesterday, 
thank God, and her mother quiet. I have been visit- 
ing the sick here, — one, two, three, every day. I want 
to begin to write again very much; my mighty mind 
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is tired of idleness, and ill employs the intervals of 
rest* • • • 

W. M- T. 



and I are going out for a little ride in half an hour, 

so that I have plenty of time to send a letter to you. 
The place here is a neat little thing enough, small snd 
snug, with a great train of maison and not more than 
twenty thousand acres ahout the house; nothing com- 
pared to Gulston, Rumbleherry, Crumply, and most of 
the places to which one is accustomed, but very well, you 
understand me, for people of a certain rank of life. 
One can be happy with many little dSsagrimenU, when 
one sees that the people are determined to be civil to one. 

Nobody here but and the Duchess, who don't show 

at breakfast, and— no, I wont go on writing this dreary 
nonsense, which was begun before I went out for a long 
walk and then for a ride. Both were exceedingly pleas- 
ant, for there is a beautiful park and gardens and con- 
servatories, and only to see the ducks on the water, and 
the great big lime trees in the avenue, gives one the 
keenest sensual pleasure. The wind seemed to me to 
blow floods of health into my lungs, and the man I 
was walking with was evidently amused by the excite- 
ment and enjoyment of his companion. I recollect His 
Reverence at Clevedon being surprised at my boyish 
delight on a similar occasion. It is worth living in Lon- 
don, surely, to enjoy the country when you get to it; 
and when you go to a man's grounds and get into rap- 
tures concerning them, pointing their beauties out with 
eagerness and feeling, perhaps the host gets a better 
opinion of his own havings and belongings. 
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At this juncture I actually fell asleep, being quite 
tired out with walking, riding, and fresh air. What a 
gale there is blowing, and what a night your sister must 
have had to cross! My lady has been uncommonly 
gracious, and has one of the sweetest voices I ever heard, 
"an excellent thing in woman." But I am not at my 
ease yet with her, and tremble rather before her. She 
is in a great state of suffering, I can see though, and 
fancy I understand the reason thereof. . . . 

I rode with Lord Ashburton to Alresford, where I 
heard the magistrates' sessions held, and saw the squires 
arrive. It was very good fun for me. There was a 
sentimental case, which somebody would have liked; as 
handsome a young couple as I ever saw— the girl really 
beautiful, and the man a deceiver,— and, and,— there 
was a little baby, and he was condemned to pay 1/6 a 
week for keeping it; but Lord what it would be to live 
in that dreary old country town I It is good to see 
though, and to listen to the squires, and the talk about 
hunting, and the scandal, and admire the wonderful 
varieties of men. We met the little girl and the baby 
trudging home, sometime afterwards, and the curate in 
her wake. There seemed no sort of shame about the 
business, nor love, nor tears, as far as one could see; 
not a halfpenny worth of romance ; only when the child 
squalled, the mother, who was very fond of it, nursed it, 
and that made a pretty picture. 

What a stupid letter I am writing I I have nothing 
to say; I left my portmanteau in London, at the sta- 
tion, and was obliged to dine in a frock coat. I hadn't 
enough clothes to my bed, and couldn't sleep much. . . . 
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A Fragment. 

Fbom the Grange. 
The Bishop and a number of dergy are ooming hoe 
tomorrow and so I stay on for a couple of days. Yes- 
terday it rained without, and I was glad to remain in my 
room the greater part of the day and to make a good 
fire and prepare myself for work. But I did none; it 
wouldn't come— sleep came instead, and between it and 
the meals and reading Alton Locke — the day passed 
away. To-day we have had a fine walk — to Trendi's 
parsonage/ a pretty place 8 miles off, through woods 
of a hundred thousand colours. The Poet was absent 
but his good-natured wife came to see us;— by Us I 
mean me, Lady Ashburton, and Miss Farrer, who 
walked as aide de camp by my lady's pony. How is it 
that I find myself humbling before her and taking a 
certain parasitical air as all the rest do? There's some- 
thing commanding in the woman (she was bom in 1806 
you'll understand) and I see we all of us bow down 
before her. Why don't we bow down before you ma'am. 
Little Mrs. Taylor is the only one who doesn't seem to 
Kotoo. I like Taylor,^ whose grandeur wears off in 
ten minutes, and in whom one perceives an extremely 
gentle and loving human creature I think— not a man 
to be intimate with ever, but to admire and like from a 
distance and to have a sort of artistical good will to. 
. . . We have Carlyle coming down directly the Tay- 
lors go away. Major Rawlinson arrives to-night. . . . 
I've been reading in Alton Locke— Bailie Cochrane, 

* The Rev. R. C. Trench, afterwards Archbishop of Dublin, was at Trinity 
College with Mr. Thackeray. 

* Henry Taylor, author of Philip Van Artevelde,— afterwards Sir Henry 
Tavlor. 
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Keneally*s Gtoethe— and a book on the decadence of La 
France proved by figures, and showing that the French 
are not increasing in wealth or numbers near so fast as 
the English, Prussians, Russians. Bailie Cochrane is 
an amusing fellow, amusing from his pomposity and 
historic air; and Alton Locke begins to be a bore, I 
think; and Keneally's Goethe is the work of a mad-cap 
with a marvellous facility of versifying; and I should 
like Annie and Minnie to go to my dear lady on 
Wednesday if you will have them. 



1852. 

March 18th, 1852, Kensington. 
My Dear Wm. : 

I have just received your kind message and melan- 
choly news. Thank you for thinking that I'm interested 
in what concerns you, and sympathise in what gives you 
pleasure or grief. Well, I don't think there is much 
more than this today: but I recall what you have said 
in our many talks of your father, and remember the 
affection and respect with which you always regarded 
and spoke of him. Who would wish for more than hon- 
our, love, obedience and a tranquil end to old age? 
And so that generation which engendered us passes 
away, and their place knows them not; and our turn 
comes when we are to say good bye to our joys, strug- 
gles, pains, affections— and our young ones will grieve 
and be consoled for us and so on. We've lived as much 
in 40 as your good old father in his four score years, 
don't you think so?— and how awfully tired and lonely 
we are. I picture to myself the placid face of the kind 
old father with all that trouble and doubt over- his life 
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expiring with supreme blessings for joa all— for yoa 
and Jane and unconscious litUe Magdalene pratUiiig 
and laughing at life's threshold; and know that you will 
be tenderly cheered and consoled by the good man's 
blessing for the three of you; while yet, but a m]mite» 
but yesterday, but all eternity ago, he was here loving 
and suffering. I go on with the paper before me— I 
know there's nothing to say — but I assure you of mj 
sympathy and that I am yours my dear old friend 
aff'tly, 

W. M. Thackebat. 



Clarendon Hotel, New York. 

Tuesday, 28 Dec. [1852] 
My Dear Lady: 

I send you a little line and shake your hand across the 
water. God bless you and yours. . . . 

The passage is nothing, now it is over; I am rather 
ashamed of gloom and disquietude about such a trifling 
journey. I have made scores of new acquaintances and 
lighted on my legs as usual. I didn't expect to like 
people as I do, but am agreeably disappointed and find 
many most pleasant companions, natural and good; 
natural and well read and well bred too ; and I suppose 
am none the worse pleased because everybody has read 
all my books and praises my lectures; (I preach in a 
Unitarian Church, and the parson comes to hear me. 
His name is Mr. Bellows, it isn't a pretty name), and 
there are 2,000 people nearly who come, and the lectures 
are so well liked that it is probable I shall do them over 
again. So really there is a chance of making a pretty 
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little sum of money for old age, imbecility, and those 
yomig ladies afterwards. 

Had Lady Ashbmton told you of the moving tables ? 
Try, six or seven of you, a wooden table without brass 
castors ; sit round it, lay your hands flat on it, not touch- 
ing each other, and in half an hour or so perhaps it will 
begin to turn round and round. It is the most wonder- 
ful thing, but I have tried twice in vain since I saw it 
and did it at Mr. Bancroft's. I have not been into 
fashionable society yet, what they call the upper ten 
thousand here, but have met very likeable of the lower 
sort. On Sunday I went into the country, and there 
was a great rosy jolly family of sixteen or eighteen 
people, round a great tea-table; and the lady of the 
house told me to make myself at home— remarking my 
bashfulness, you know — and said, with a jolly face, and 
twinkling of her little eyes, " Lord bless you, we know 
you all to pieces! " and there was sitting by me 1 such 
a pretty girl, the very picture of Rubens's second wife, 
and face and figure. Most of the ladies, all except this 
family, are as lean as greyhouuds; they dress prodigi- 
ously fine, taking for their models the French actresses, 
I tlunk, of the Boulevard theatres. 

Broadway is miles upon miles long, a rush of life 
such as I never have seen; not so full as the Strand, 
but so rapid. The houses are always being torn down 
and built up again, the railroad cars drive slap into the 
midst of the city. There are barricades and sca£Poldings 
banging everywhere. I have not been into a house 
except the fat country one, but something new is being 
done to it, and the hammerings are clattering in the 
passage, or a wall, or steps are down, or the family is 
going to move. Nobody is quiet here, no more am I. 
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The rush and restlessness pleases me, and I like, for a 
little, the dash of the stream. I am not received as a 
god, which I like too. There is one paper which goei 
on every morning saying I am a snob, and I don*t say 
no. Six people were reading it at breakfast this morn- 
ing, and the man opposite me popped it mider the taUe 
cloth. But the other papers roar with approbation. 
" Criez, beuglez Ot Joumaux/* They don't understand 
French though, that bit of Stranger will hang fire. 
Do you remember JH6 $ur cette baule &c? Yes, my 
dear sister remembers. Grod Almighty bless her, and 
all she loves. 

I may write next Saturday to Chesham Place; you 
will go and carry my love to those ladies won*t you? 
Here comes in a man with a paper I hadn't seen; I 
must cut out a bit just as the actors do, but then I think 
you will like it, and that is why I do it. There was a 
very rich biography about me in one of the papers the 
other day, with an account of a servant, maintained in 
the splendour of his menial decorations— Poor old John 
whose picture is in PendenrUs. And I have filled my 
paper, and I shake my dear lady's hand across the roa^ 
ing sea, and I know that you will be glad to know that 
I prosper and that I am well, and that I am yours 

W. M. T. 

[Cutting from the New York Evening Post enclosed in 

the fore going. '\ 

The building was crowded to its utmost capacity with 
the celebrities of literature and fashion in this metropo- 
lis, all of whom, we believe, left, perfectly united in the 
opinion that they never remembered to have spent an 
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hour more delightfully in their lives, and that the room 
in which they had been receiving so much enjoyment, 
was very badly lighted. We fear, also, that it was the 
impression of the many who were disappointed in get- 
ting tickets, that the room was not spacious enough for 
the purpose in which it has been appropriated. 

Every one who saw Mr. Thackeray last evening for 
the first, seemed to have had their impressions of his 
appearance and manner of speech, corrected. Few ex- 
pected to see so large a man; he is gigantic, six feet 
four at least; few expected to see so old a person; his 
hair appears to have kept silvery record over fifty years ; 
and then there was a notion in the minds of many that 
there must be something dashing and "fast" in his 
appearance, whereas his costume was perfectly plain; 
the expression of his face grave and earnest ; his address 
perfectly unaff^ected, and such as we might expect to 
meet with, in a well bred man somewhat advanced in 
years. His elocution, also, surprised those who had 
derived their impressions from the English journals. 
His voice is a superb tenor, and possesses that pathetic 
tremble which is so eff^ective in what is called emotive 
eloquence, while his delivery was as well suited to the 
communication he had to make as could well have been 
imagined. 

His enunciation is perfect. Every word he uttered 
might have been heard in the remotest quarters of the 
room, yet he scarcely lifted his voice above a colloquial 
tone. The most striking feature in his whole manner 
was the utter absence of aff^ectation of any kind. He 
did not permit himself to appear conscious that he was 
an object of peculiar interest in the audience, neither 
was he guilty of the greater error of not appearing to 
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care whether they were interested in him or not In 
other words, he inspired his audioioe with a respect for 
him, as a man proportioned to the admiration, ^diich his 
hooks have inspired for him as an author. 

Of the lecture itself, as a work of art, it would be 
difficult to speak too strongly. Though written wiUi 
the utmost simplicity and apparent inattention to effects, 
it overflowed with every characteristic of the author's 
happiest vein. There has been nothing written about 
Swift so clever, and if we except Lord Orrery's silly let- 
ters, we suspect we might add nothing so unjust 

Though suitable credit was given to Swift's talents, 
all of which were admirably characterized, yet when he 
came to speak of the moral side of the dean's nature he 
saw nothing but darkness. 



1858. 
Direct Clarendon Hotel New York. 

Philadelphia. 
21 to 28 January. 

My dear lady's kind sad letter gave me pleasure, 
melancholy as it was. . . . 

At present, I incline to come to England in June or 
July and get ready a new set of lectures, and bring 
them back with me. That second course will enable me 
to provide for the children and their mother finally and 
satisfactorily, and my mind will be easier after that, and 
I can sing Nunc Dimittis without faltering. There is 
money-making to try at, to be sure, and ambition,— I 
mean in public life; perhaps that might interest a man, 
but not novels, nor lectures, nor fun, any more. I don't 
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seem to care about these any more, or for praise, or for 
abuse, or for reputation of that kind. That literary 
play is played out, and the puppets going to be locked 
up for good and all. 

Does this melancholy come from the circumstance 
that I have been out to dinner and supper every night 
this week? O! I am tired of shaking hands with peo- 
ple, and acting the lion business night after night. 
Everybody is introduced and shakes hands. I know 
thousands of Colonels, professors, editors, and what not, 
and walk the streets guiltily, knowing that I don't know 
'em, and trembling lest the man opposite to me is one 
of my friends of the day before. I believe I am popu- 
lar, except at Boston among the newspaper men who 
fired into me, but a great favorite with the monde there 
and elsewhere. Here in Philadelphia it is all praise and 
kindness. Do you know there are 500,000 people in 
Philadelphia? I daresay you had no idea thereof, and 
smile at the idea of there being a monde here and at 
Boston and New York. Early next month I begin at 
Washington and Baltimore, then D. V. to New Orleans, 
back to New York by Mississippi and Ohio, if the steam- 
ers don't blow up, and if they do, you know I am easy. 
What a weary, weary letter I am writing to you. . . . 
Have you heard that I have found Beatrix at New 
York? I have basked in her bright eyes, but Ah, me! 
I don't care for her, and shall hear of her marrying a 
New York buck with a feeling of perfect pleasure. She 
is really as like Beatrix, as that fellow William and I 
met was like Costigan. She has a dear woman of a 
mother upwards of fifty-five, whom I like the best, I 
think, and think the handsomest,— a sweet lady. What 
a comfort those dear Elliots are to me ; I have had but 
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one little letter from J. E. full of troubles toa She 
says you have been a comfort to them too. I can't fife 
without the tenderness of some woman; and expect wka 
I am sixty I shall be marrying a girl of eleven or twdfc^ 
innocent, barley-sugar-loving, in a pinafore. 

They came and interrupted me as I was writing tfau^ 
two days since; and I have been in public almost ever 
since. The lectures are enormously suhies and I read 
at the rate of a pound a minute nearly. The curiom 
thing is, that I think I improve in the reading; at cer- 
tain passages a sort of emotion springs up, I begin to 
understand how actors feel affected over and over agun 
at the same passages of the play ;— they are affected off 
the stage too, I hope I shan't be. 

Crowe is my immensest comfort; I could not live 
without someone to take care of me, and he is the kind- 
est and most affectionate henchman ever man had. I 
went to see Pierce Butler yesterday, Fanny's husband. 
I thought she would like me to see the children if I 
could, and I asked about them particularly, but they 
were not shown. I thought of good Adelaide coming 
to sing to you when you were ill. I may like everyone 
who is kind to you, majm't I? ^ . . What for has 
Lady Ashburton never written to me? I am writing 
this with a new gold pen in such a fine gold case. An 
old gentleman gave it to me yesterday, a white-headed 
old philosopher and political economist. There's some- 
thing simple in the way these kind folks regard a man; 
they read our books as if we were Fielding, and so forth. 
The other night some men were talking of Dickens and 
Bulwer as if they were equal to Shakespeare, and I was 
pleased to find myself pleased at hearing them praised. 
The prettiest girl in Philadelphia, poor soul, has read 



LETTERS OF THACKERAY 178 

Vanity Fair twelve times. I paid her a great big com- 
pliment yesterday, about her good looks of course, and 
she turned round delighted to her friend and said, '' At 
ffiost tallutr that is something like the pronunciation. 
Beatrix has an adorable pronunciation, and uses little 
words, which are much better than wit. And what do 
you think? One of the prettiest girls in Boston is to 
be put under my charge to go to a marriage at Washing- 
ton next week. We are to travel together all the way 
alone— only, only, I'm not going. Young people when 
they are engaged here, make tours alone; fancy what 
the British Mrs. Grundy would say at such an ideal 

There was a young quakeress at the lecture last night, 
listening about Fielding. Lord! Lord I how pretty she 
was I There are hundreds of such everywhere, airy 
looking little beings, with magnolia— no not magnolia, 
what is that white flower you make bouquets of, Camilla 
or camelia— complexions, and lasting not much longer. 
• . . Gk)d bless you and your children, write to me 
sometimes and farewell. 



[To Miss Perry']. 

Baltimore, —Washington. 

Feby. 7th. to 14th. '58. 
Although I have written a many letters to Chesham 
Place not one has gone to the special address of my dear 
K. E. P., and if you please I will begin one now for half 
an hour before going to lecture 1. In another hour that 
dreary business of ''In speaking of the English Hu- 
mourous writers of the last, etc." will begin,— and the 
wonder to me is that the speaker once in the desk (to-day 
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it is to be a right down pulpit in a Univenalist Cfanidi 
and no mistake) , gets interested in the work, makes tiie 
points, thrills with emotion and indignation at the right 
place, and has a little sensation whilst the work is going 
on; but I can't go on much longer, my conscience revoUi 
at the quackery. Now I have seen three great cities» 
Soston, New York, Philadelphia, I think I like them all 
mighty well they seem to me not so civilized as our Lon- 
don, but more so than Manchester and Liverpool M 
Soston is very good literate company indeed ; it is like 
Edinburgh for that, — a vast amount of torjrism and 
donnishness everywhere. That of New York the sim- 
plest and least pretentious ; it suffices that a man should 
keep a fine house, give parties, and have a daughter, to 
get all the world to him. And what struck me, that 
whereas on my first arrival, I was annoyed at the un- 
common splendatiousness 

—here the letter was interrupted on Monday at Balti- 
more, and is now taken up again on Thursday at Wash- 
ington—never mind what struck me, it was only that 
after a while you get accustomed to the splendour of the 
dresses and think them right and proper. Use makes 
everything so ; who knows ? you will be coming out in 
Empire ruffs and high waists by the time I come home. 
I have not been able to write a word since I came here 
on Tuesday ; my time has been spent in seeing and call- 
ing upon lions. Our minister Mr. Crampton is very jolly 
and good-natured. Yesterday he had a dinner at five for 
all the legation, and they all came very much bored to 
my lecture. To-day I dined with Mr. Everett ; with the 
President it may be next week. The place has a Wies- 
baden air— there are politics and gaieties straggling all 
over it. More interruption and this one has lasted three 
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days. Book indeed I How is one to write a book when it 
is next to impossible to get a quiet half hour? Since I 
wrote has come a short kind letter from dear old King- 
lake, who continues to give bad accounts from Chesham 
Place. Gk)d bless all there, say I. I wish I was by to be 
with my dear friends in grief, I know they know how to 
sympathize (although we are spoiled by the world, we 
have no hearts you know &c. &c. ; but then it may happen 
that the high flown romantic people are wrong, and that 
we love our friends as well as they do) . I don*t pity 
anybody who leaves the world, not even a fair young 
girl in her prime; I pity those remaining. On her jour- 
ney, if it pleases God to send her, depend on it there's no 
cause for grief, that's but an earthly condition. Out of 
our stormy life, and brought nearer the Divine light and 
warmth, there must be a serene climate. Can't you fancy 
sailing into the calm ? Would you care about going on the 
voyage, only for the dear souls left on the other shore? 
but we shan't be parted from them no doubt though they 
are from us. Add a little more intelligence to that which 
we possess even as we are, and why shouldn't we be 
with our friends though ever so far off? • . . 
Why presently, the body removed, shouldn't we per- 
sonally be anywhere at will— properties of Creation, like 
the electric something (spark is it?) that thrills all round 
the globe simultaneously? and if round the globe why not 
Uberall? and the body being removed or else where dis- 
posed of and developed, sorrow and its opposite, crime 
and the reverse, ease and disease, desire and dislike &c. 
go along with the body— a lucid Intelligence remains, a 
Perception ubiquitous. Monday. I was interrupted a 
dozen times yesterday in the course of these profitless 
Schxoarmereien.—TheTe^s no rest here for pilgrims like 
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me. Haveltoldyouontheothcrffldethatrmdoiiigi 
good business at Baltimore and a small select one here? 
the big-wigs all come and are pleased; all the legation 
and old Sa)tt the unsuccessful candidate for the Pres- 
dency&c.? It is well to have come. I shall go heoee to 
Rictunond and Charleston and then who knows ^^tfacr? 
not to New Orleans, I think the distance is too great I 
can't go a thousand miles fishing for half as many pounds. 
Why not come back and see idl the dear faces at home? 
I try and think of something to say about this country; 
all I have remarked I could put down in two pages. 
Where's the eager observation and ready pendl of fife 
years ago? I have not made a single sketch. ThewoiU 
passes before me and I don't care— Is it a weary heart 
or is it a great cold I have got in my nose which stupefies 
me utterly? I won't inflict any more megrims upon you, 

from your affectionate friend and 

brother 

W. M. T. 



[To Mrs. Elliot and her sister Miss Perry.] 

March 3rd. 1858. 

Richmond, Virginia. 
Address the 

Clarendon— New York. 

Fragment. 

I am getting so sick and ashamed of the confounded 
old lectures that I wonder I have the courage to go on 
delivering them. I shan't read a single review of them 
when they are published; anything savage said about 
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them will serve them right. They are popular enough 
here. The two presidents at Washington came to the 
last, and in this pretty little town the little Atheneum 
Hall was crowded so much that it's a pity I had not hired 
a room twice as big ; but £2500 is all I shall make out of 
them. Well that is £200 a year in this country and an 
inmiense comfort for the chicks.— Crowe has just come 
out from what might have been and may be yet a dread- 
ful scrape. He went into a slave market and began 
sketching; and the people rushed on him savagely and 
obliged him to quit. Fancy such a piece of imprudence. 
It may fall upon his chief, who knows, and cut short his 
popularity. 

The negroes don't shock me, or excite my compassion- 
ate feelings at all ; they are so grotesque and happy that 
I can't cry over them. The little black imps are trotting 
and grinning about the streets, women, workmen, wait- 
ers, all well fed and happy. The place the merriest little 
place and the most picturesque I have seen in America, 
and on Saturday I go to Charlestown— shall I go thence 
to Havannah ? who knows. I should like to give myself 
a week's holiday, without my demd lecture box. Shake 
every one by the hand that asks about me. 

I am yours always— Ol you kind friends — 

W. M. T. 

[To Miss Perry]. 

Savannah, Georgia,— [1855] 

Feast of St. Valentine. 

This welcome day brought me a nice long letter from 
K. E. P., and she must know that I write from the most 
comfortable quarters I have ever had in the United 
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States. In a tranquil old ci1y» wide-streeted, tree- 
planted, with a few cows and carriages toiling fhroi]^ 
the sandy road, a few happy negroes sauntering here 
and there, a red river with a tranquil little fleet of me^ 
chant-men taking in cargo, and tranquil ware-housei 
barricaded with packs of cotton, — no row, no tearing 
northern bustle, no ceaseless hotel racket, no crowds 
drinking at the bar,— a snug little languid audience of 
three or four hundred people, far too lazy to laug^ or 
applaud; a famous good dinner, breakfast etc, and lei- 
sure all the morning to think and do and sleep and read 
as I like. The only place I say in the States where I can 
get these comforts— all free gratis— is in the house of 
my friend Andrew Low of the great house of A. Low 
and Co., Cotton Dealers, brokers. Merchants— what's 
the word ? Last time I was here he was a widower with 
two daughters in England, about whom — and other two 
daughters— there was endless talk between us. Now 
there is a pretty wife added to the establishment, and a 
little daughter number three crowing in the adjoining 
nursery. They are tremendous men these cotton mer- 
chants. 

When I had finished at Charleston I went off to a 
queer little rustic city called Augusta— a great broad 
street 2 miles long— old quaint looking shops— houses 
with galleries— ware-houses— trees— cows and negroes 
strolling about the side walks— plank roads — a happy 
dirty tranquillity generally prevalent. It lies 180 miles 
from Charleston. You take 8i hours to get there by the 
railway, about same time and distance to come here, over 
endless plains of swampy pinelands— a village or two 
here and there in a clearing. I brought away a snug 
little purse from snug little Augusta, though I had a 
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rival — A Wild man, lecturing in the very same hall: 
I tell you it is not a dignified metier, that which I 
pursue. 

What is this about the Saturday Review? After giv- 
ing Vernon Harcourt 2/6 to send me the first 5 numbers, 
and only getting No. 1, it is too bad they should assault 
me — and for what? My lecture is rather extra loyal 
whenever the Queen is mentioned,— and the most ap- 
plauded passage in them I shall have the honour of de- 
livering to-night in the Lecture on George II, where the 
speaker says " In laughing at these old-world follies and 
ceremonies shall we not acknowledge the change of to- 
day? As the mistress of St. James passes me now I 
salute the sovereign, wise, moderate, exemplary of life, 
the good mother, the good wife, the accomplished Lady, 
the enlightened friend of Art, the tender sympathizer in 
her people's glories and sorrows." 

I can't say more, can I? and as for George III, I 
leave off just with the people on the crying point. And 
I never for one minute should think that my brave old 
Venables would hit me ; or if he did that he hadn't good 
cause for it. 

Forster's classification delights me. It's right that 
men of such ability and merit should get government 
recognition and honourable public employ. It is a com- 
pliment to all of us when one receives such promotion. 
As for me I have pestered you with my account of dol- 
lars and cents, and it is quite clear that Kings or Laws can- 
not do anything so well for me as these jaws and this 
pen — please God they are allowed to wag a little longer. 
I wish I did not read about your illness and weakness in 
that letter. Ah, me 1 many and many a time every day do 
I think of you all. 
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Enter a servant (black) with the card of Bishop £k 
liott. • • • 

If you are taking a drive some day, do go and pay i 
visit of charity to my good cook and house-keeper 6ny» 
and say you have heard of me, and that I am veiy well 
and making plenty of money and that Charles is well 
and is the greatest comfort to me. It will comfort Hat 
poor woman all alone in poor 86 yonder. What duam- 
ing letters Annie writes me with exquisite pretty tunu 
now and then. St. Valentine brought me a deli^itfol 
letter from her too, and from the dear old mother; and 
whether it's the comfort of this house, or the pleasure of 
having an hour's chat with you, or the sweet dean bed I 
had last night and undisturbed rest and good breakfast, 
—altogether I think I have no right to grumble at my 
lot and am very decently happy, don't you? 

16th Feb. My course is for Macon, Montgomery and 
New Orleans; no Havannah, the dollars forbid. From 
N. O. I shall go up the Mississippi, D. V., to St. Louis 
and Cincinnati, and ye who write will address care of J. 
G. King's Sons, New York, won't you ? 

Yours afft. 

W. M. T. 
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An imaoinart letter from New York.^ 

September 5, 1848. 
Dear Madam:— 

It seems to me a long time since I had the honour of 
seeing you. I shall be glad to have some account of your 
health. We made a beautiful voyage of 18i days, and 
reached this fine city yesterday. The entrance of the bay 
is beautiful; magnificent woods of the Susquehannah 
stretch down to the shore, and from Hoboken lighthouse 
to Vancouver's Island, the bay presents one brilliant 
blaze of natural and commercial loveliness. Hearing 
that Titmarsh was on board the steamer, the Lord Mayor 
and Aldermen of New York came down to receive us, 
and the batteries on Long Island fired a salute. General 
Jackson called at my hotel, (the Astor house) I found 
him a kind old man, though he has a wooden leg and 
takes a great deal of snuff. Broadway has certainly dis- 
appointed me-it is nothing to be compared to our own 
dear Holbom Hill. But the beautiful range of the Alle- 
gheney mountains, which I see from my windows, and 
the roar of the Niagara Cataract, which empties itself 
out of the Mississippi into the Oregon territory, have an 
effect, which your fine eye for the picturesque, and keen 
sense of the beautiful and the natural would I am sure 
lead you to appreciate. 

The oysters here are much larger than ours, and the 
canvass backed ducks, are reckoned, and indeed are, a 

1 This letter* the only one of those in the collection which has been made pub- 
lic before, was printed by permission in the Orphan qfPimlieo^ a little collec- 
tioo of Thackeray's minMansa and drawings published in 1876. As it will be 
new to most readers* howeyer* it has been thought best to retain it; and it is 
placed here simply to be in company with the real American letters. The dm w- 
ing of the Negro, however, which accompanied it also in the Orphan of Pitnlieo, 
seems to have been an actual sketch during one of the American visits. 
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ddicaqr. The house where Washington was born u 
■till shown, but the General I ani informed, is dead, much 
Rgretted. The clergy here is both numerous and re- 
spected, and the Archbishop of New York is a most 
TOierable snd dehghtful prelate; whose sermons are 
however a little long. The ladies are without exception 
the — But here the first gong sounds for dinner, and the 
black slave who waits on me, comes up and says, " ^hlassa, 
hab (Mlly five minutes for dinnah." " Make haste, git no 
pumpkin pie else." so unwillingly I am obliged to break 
off my note and to subscribe myself. 
My dear Madame 

Your very faithful servt., 

W. M. Thackeut. 



4 
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[1854] 

I hope you will not object to hear that I am quite well 
this morning. I should have liked to shake hands with H. 
before his departure, but I was busy writing at the hour 
when he said he was going, and fell sound asleep here 
last night, after a very modest dinner, not waking till 
near midnight, when it was too late to set off to the 
Paddington Station. 

What do you think I have done to-day? I have sent in 
my resignation to Punch. There appears in next Punch 

an article, so wicked, I think, by poor that upon 

my word I don't think I ought to pull any longer in the 
same boat with such a savage little Robespierre. The 
appearance of this incendiary article put me in such a 
rage, that I could only cool myself by a ride in the Park ; 
and I should very likely have reported myself in Port- 
man Street, but I remembered how you had Miss Prince 
to luncheon, and how I should be de trop. Now I am 
going to work the rest of the middle of the day until 
dinner time, when I go to see Le ProphHe again; but it 
would please me very much, if you please, to hear that 
you were pretty well. 

Always faithfully de Madame le serviteur dSvouS 

W. M. T. 
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The letters which have been chosen for puUicition 
end here. During the many years that they have f^ 
mained in my possession no one has read them oat of 
my own family, with the exception of Mr. Thadkeisj's 
beloved daughter, Mrs. Bitdiie; untQ these last few 
months, when two or three of these letters were resd hj 
the friends whom I consulted as to their suitability for 
publication. As my own life draws to a close, I still look 
back to the confidence and affection with whidi their 
writer honoured me, with gratitude too deep for words. 
The record of these few years of his life, given by his 
own hand in every varied mood, will best describe him 
as he was and as I so well remember him ; but my friend 
Kate Perry's charming recollections caimot fail to be 
read with general interest. 

Jane Octavia Brookfieij). 
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«*« In addition to the passages quoted from Miss 
Perry, I give two slight anecdotes of my own early ac- 
quaintance : 

When, soon after our marriage, Mr. Brookfield in- 
troduced his early college friend, Mr. Thackeray, to me, 
he brought him one day unexpectedly to dine with us. 
There was, f ortimately, a good plain dinner, but I was 
young and shy enough to feel embarrassed because we 
had no sweets, and I privately sent my maid to the near- 
est confectioner's to buy a dish of tartlets, which I 
thought would give a finish to our simple meal. When 
they were placed before me, I timidly offered our guest 
a small one, saying, " Will you have a tartlet, Mr. Thack- 
eray?" "I will, but I'll have a two-penny one, if you 
please," he answered, so beamingly, that we all laughed, 
and my shyness disappeared. 

On another occasion, also very early in my friendship 
with Mr. Thackeray, he was at our house one evening 
with a few other intimate friends, when the conversation 
turned on court circulars, and their sameness day after 
day. A few samples were given : " So-and-so had the 
honour of joining Her Majesty's dinner party with 
other lofty and imposing personages," invariably ending 
with Dr. Pretorius. " By the way, who is Dr.Pretorius ? " 
somebody asked. A slight pause ensued, when a voice 
began solemnly singing the National Anthem, ending 
each verse with, 

** God save our gracious Queen, 
Send her victorious, happy and glorious, 
Dr. Pretorius — God save the Queen." 



186 LETTERS OF THACKERAY 

This was Mr. Thackeray, who had been aittiiig po^ 
f ectly silent and rather apart from those y/^bo were tilk- 
ing, and had not apj^eared to notice what was said. 



SOME EXTRACTS FROM MISS KATE 
PERRY'S RECOLLECTIONS OF MR. 

THACKERAY 

My acquaintance with Mr. Thackeray h^pu at 
Brighton, where I was staying with my eldest hrother, 
William Perry. In most cases there is a prehide to 
friendship— at first it is a delicate plant, with barely any 
root, gradually throwing out tender green leaves and 
buds, and then full-blown flowers— the root in the mean- 
while taking firm hold of the earth- and cruel is the 
frost or cutting wind which destroys it. But Mr. Thack- 
eray and I went through no gradations of growth in our 
friendship ; it was more like Jack's bean-stalk in a pan- 
tomime, which rushed up sky-high without culture, and, 
thank Gk)d, so remained till his most sad and sudden 
end. 

In the earliest days of our friendship he brought his 
morning work to read to me in the evening ; he had just 
commenced " Vanity Fair," and was living at the Old 
Ship Inn, where he wrote some of the first numbers. He 
often then said to me : " I wonder whether this wiD take, 
the publishers accept it, and the world read it?" I re- 
member answering him that I had no reliance upon my 
own critical powers in literature ; but that I had written 
to my sister, Mrs. Frederick Elliot, and said, " I have 
made a great friendship with one of the principal con- 
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tributors of Punch — Mr. Thackeray; he is now writing 
a novel, but cannot hit upon a name for it. I may be 
wrong, but it seems to me the cleverest thing I ever read. 
The first time he dined with us I was fearfully alarmed 
at him. The next day we walked in Chichester Park 
when he told all about his little girls, and of his great 
friendship with the Brookfields, and I told him about 
you and Chesham Place." When he heard this, and my 
opinion of his novel, he burst out laughing, and said: 
''Ah! Mademoiselle (as he always called me), it is not 
smaU beer ; but I do not know whether it will be palatable 
to the London folks.*' He told me, some time afterward, 
that, after ransacking his brain for a name for his novel, 
it came upon him unawares, in the middle of the night, 
as if a voice had whispered, "Vanity Fair." He said, 
" I jumped out of bed, and ran three times round my 
room, uttering as I went, * Vanity Fair, Vanity Fair, 
Vanity Fau-.' " 

Afterward we frequently met at the Miss Berrys', 
where night after night were assembled all the wit and 
beauty of that time. There was such a charm about these 
gatherings of friends, that hereafter we may say : " There 
is no salon now to compare to that of the Miss Berrys', 
in Curzon Street." My sister and I, with our great ad- 
miration and friendship for Mr. Thackeray, used to 
think that the Miss Berrys at first did not thoroughly 
appreciate or understand him ; but one evening, when he 
had left early, they said they had perceived, for the first 
time, "what a very remarkable man he was." He be- 
came a constant and most welcome visitor at their house ; 
they read his works with delight, and, whenever they 
were making up a pleasant dinner, used to say: "We 
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must have Thackeray." It was at one of these dimm 
that Miss Berry astonished us all by Baying she "'had 
never read Jane Austen's novels, until lately someone 
had lent them to her. But she could not get on with 
them; they were totally uninteresting to her— long- 
drawn-out details of veiy ordinary people^" and Ae 
found the books so tedious that she could not understand 
their having obtained such a celebrity as they had done. 
"' Thackeray and Balzac," she added ( Thackeray bdng 
present) , '' write with great minuteness, but do so with i 
brilliant pen." Thackeray made two bows of gratitude 
(one, pointing to the ground, for Balzac) . Those wbo 
love to pore over old memoirs will find Miss Berry^s 
name associated with Horace Walpole*s ; but when they 
met he was very old, and she was very young. She 
accepted his admiration with pride and gratitude, 
but had no aspiration to be the mistress of Strawberrv 
Hill. 

Miss Agnes Berry adored her elder sister; sh€ had 
considerable clearness and acuteness of perception, and 
Thackeray always maintained she was the more natur- 
ally gifted of the two sisters. In her youth she was a 
pretty, charming girl, with whom Gustavus Adolphus 
danced at one of his court balls, and was admired 
and envied by the other ladies present. These two 
remarkable women lived together for nearly ninety 
years. 

Thackeray's love of children was one of the strongest 
feelings of his heart. In a little poem, " The Golden 
Pen," published in his " Miscellanies," which is, perhaps, 
the truest portrait of him which has ever appeared, he 
writes: 
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** There's something, even in his bitterest mood, 
That melts him at the sight of inf anthood ; 
Thank God that he can love the pure and good." 

This sympathy with the little ones was not only proved 
by his immense devotion to his own most gifted children, 
but extended to the little "gutter child," as the trim 
board-school girl of to-day was called then. For this 
waif of society he felt the tenderest pity and interest. 
He used often to visit a school where my dear sister had 
collected nearly three hundred of these neglected chil- 
dren, feeding, teaching, and clothing them, and, with the 
help of other kind souls, preparing them in some de- 
gree to fight the battle of life, in which there are many 
crosses— but few Victoria ones. Turning his steps one 
day to this large, rough-looking school-room, he entered 
it just as these Uttle Arabs were commencing, with more 
heartiness than melody, Faber's beautiful hjrnm: 

** O Paradise ! O Paradise ! 

Who doth not crave for rest? 
Who would not seek the happy land. 
Where they that love are blest?'* 

He turned to the lady superintending them, and said, 
** I cannot stand this any longer— my spectacles are get- 
ting very dim." 

One day, some few years later, I had been engaged 
in simuning up the monthly expenses of the same school, 
and had left open on my writing-table, the much scored- 
over Soup Satchen book. Mr. Thackeray was shown 
into the room, and was for some minutes alone before I 
joined him. After he left, I resumed my labors, and 
found on the first page of the book a beautifully exe- 
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cuted pen-and-ink sketch of litUe children crowding 
round the school-mistress, who was ladling out, into 
mugs of various sizes and shapes, the daily meal of soap^ 
above which was written, ** Suffer little children, and for- 
bid them not.'* 

Another day, I found a sovereign under a paper con- 
taining the names of some friends of the school who had 
joined in a subscription to give the children a day's holi- 
day in the country. I said to my servant, ** Mr. Thack- 
eray has been here," and found from him this was the 
case. I knew my instinct was right, that it was his hand 
which had placed the money there. His charity was very 
wide, in the fullest sense of the word. He has been 
known to discover, in some remote comer, the hapless 
artist or dramatist who in his palmy days had not thought 
much of that night— old age—" when no more work can 
be done." Thackeray would mount the many steps lead- 
ing to the desolate chamber— administer some little re- 
buke on the thoughtlessness of not laying by some of the 
easily gained gold of youth or manhood, and slipping, 
as in one instance, into an old blotting-book, a £100 note, 
would hurry away. 

" I never saw him do it," said poor old P . " I was 

very angry because he said I had been a reckless old 
goose— and then a £100 falls out of my writing-book. 
God bless him 1" 

These good deeds would never have come to light but 
for the gratitude of those who, though they had the 
gentle rebuke, received also the more than liberal help. 
I know he has been accused of extreme sensitiveness to 
blame, either about himself or his writings, but the fol- 
lowing story proves that he could forgive with magna- 
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ty and grace when roughly and severely handled. 
J once occurred at my sister's dinner-table. Thack- 
\ who was almost a daily visitor at her house, for 
e time took it into his head, to be announced by the 
le of the most noted criminal of the day. Our butler 
this with the greatest gravity. 
In this occasion Thackeray had been asked to join 
e friends, at dinner, but not arriving at the pre- 
S)ed hour, the guests sat down without him. Among 

Q was Mr. H , the author of some of the most 

ming books of the day. 

'he conversation being more literary than otherwise, 
Lckeray (then at the very height of his fame) came 
er discussion, and, some of his greatest friends and 
drers being present, he was spoken of with unquali- 

admiration. Mr. H was the exception, and 

ented from us, in very immeasiu*ed terms, in our es- 
ite of Thackeray's character. Judging, he said, 
3m the tenor of his books, he could not believe how 
who could dwell, as he did, on the weakness and 
irdities and shortcomings of his fellow-creatures, 
d possess any kind or generous sympathies toward 
human race." He concluded his severe judgment 
aying that, '* He had never met him, and hoped he 
»r should do so." 

i^e were all so occupied by this fiery debate that we 
not observe that, under the sobriquet of some jail- 

of the day, Thackeray had slipped into his chair, 

heard much that was said, including the severe pero- 

m. A gentle tap on Mr. H 's shoulder, and, in 

>leasant, low voice, Thackeray said, " I, on the con- 
is.— The little sketch of the cupid [p. 199] was sent to Miss Perry 
ihed 88 it is, as on acknowledgment for some grapes wliich she had 
to one of his daugiiters who was not well.— J. O. B. 
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trary, have always longed for the occasion whcsn I oooM 

express, personally, to Mr. H 9 the great admiration 

I have always felt for him, as an author and a man." 
It is pleasant to think they became fast friends there- 
after. 

I find it difficult to check my pen from 1»ng gmrm- 
lous as I remember the many instances of the lnn<1ni»M 
and generosity of his nature, though, at the same timiei 
I feel how inadequate it is to do justice to allhis noUe 
and delightful qualities. His wit and humour and play- 
fulness were most observable where he was happiest and 
most at ease,— with his beloved daughters, or with his 
dear friends the Brookfields, who were the most intbnale 
and valued of those he made in middle life. I am proud 
to say, also, that he was aware of the admiration in whidi 
he was held by every member of my sister's home, 
where his ever ready sympathy in all our troubles and 
pleasures was truly appreciated — and when he passed 
away, and the place knew him no more, a great shadow 
fell upon that house. 

Kate Perbt. 
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DRAWINGS AND CARICATURES 



DR. JOHNSON AND GOLDSMITH 

This drawing was first published in the North British 
Review of February 1864, in the admirable article on 
Thackeray by Doctor John Brown. It had been sent to 
a friend with the following letter:— 



''Behold a drawing instead of a letter. IVe been 
thinking of writing you a beautiful one ever so long, but 
etc., etc. And instead of doing my duty this morning, I 
began this here drawing, and will pay your debt some 
other day— no, part of your debt. I intend to owe the 
rest, and like to owe it, and think I'm sincerely grateful 
to you always, my dear good friends. " W. M. T." 

The letter is not dated, but may probably be placed 
about the time of the '' English Humourists." A slight 
sketch of the two principal figures has been published in 
the lecture on Sterne and Goldsmith, in which there are 
several allusions to the fine clothes which Filby the tailor 
made for Goldsmith, and often did not get paid for. 



THE HISTORY OF DIONYSIUS DIDDLES' 

Ladies and Gentlemen,— Many thanaand yean ago» 
in the reign of Chnmonhotontfaologoa, King of Brent- 
ford, there lived a young gentleman whoae history is 
about to be laid before you. 

He was sixty years of age^and his name was Dioiqrsiiis 
Diddler ; no relation of any other Dionyaus, nor, indeed, 
a Brentfordian by birth; for (though the Diddkrs are 
very numerous in Brentford) this was a young fellow 
fromPatland, whichcountry hequittedatavery eariyage. 

He was by trade a philosopher,— an excellent profes- 
sion in Brentford, where the people are more ignorant 
and more easily humbugged than any people an eartti;— 
and no doubt he would have made a pretty fortune bjr 
his philosophy, but the rogue longed to be a man of fash- 
ion, and spent all his money in buying clothes, and in 
giving treats to the ladies, of whom he was outrageously 
fond. Not that they were very partial to him, for he 
was not particularly handsome— especiaUy without his 
wig and false teeth, both of which, I am sorry to say, this 
poor Diddler wore. 

Well, the consequence of his extravagance was, that, 
although by his learning he had made himself famous 
( there was his Essay on the Tea-Kettle, his Remarks on 
Pumps, and his celebrated Closet Cyclopaedia, that every- 
one has heard of) —one day, after forty years of glory, 
Diddler found himself turned out of his lodging, without 
a penny, without his wig, which he had pawned, without 
even his teeth, which he had pawned too, seeing he had no 
use for them. 

And now befell a series of adventures that you shall 
all hear ; and so take warning, ye dashing blades of the 
town, by the awful fate of Dionysius. 

^ First published in the Aulo^rapkie Mirror^ 1864>. The Drawings 

were made about 183S. 




lUa ia DIoDTBins DIddlerl yoaag. Innocent, and with a fine head of hair, 
~irben he was a student in the Unlrerslty of Bally bunion.— That is Bally- 
bonloB University, In the hedge. 
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HcM he is, after forty jevn ot fame, and he thinks upon dear Ballybvnion. 
"I'm Amious," says he, "all the world oven but what's the use ofriputctkiD? 
Look at me with all me luggage at the end of me stick— all me mmey Id me 
left-band breeches pocket— and it's ohi but I'd gire all me celebrity for • bowl 
of butther-nUlk and potaties." 




cs to call on Mr. Shortmon, the publisher of the "Closet CTcIopte- 
l, sure an ouns! Mr. Shortmsn gives blm three sorereigtu and three 
id notes. 
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HBVr TOftK 
' MILiltY 


TiLiint 




The first thing he does Is to take his wtg out of pawn. 






(t L 
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" And now," Mf 8 he, " I'll go take a sUmll to the Wist Ind, and call 
on me frind. Sir Hiniy Pelham." 




MU-Hf rv-NutL-mm 




He p*y8 a visit to Sir Hcniy Pelham. 




T^ / 



" Fait I " Bays Diddler, " the wbat-d'7e-nll-'ema flt me like ■ glore." 



-»» flf-V rCpHK ; 




"And upon me honour and conshlence, now I'm dtbressed, but 
I look intirelj' ginted." 



'% ■ . 
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AUTHORS' MISERIES 

Na 1. 




Perhaps 70a flatter fonnelf that j<m have made an Impression on Miss 
Plannlgan (at Worthing), and you find her aaleep over your faTourite num- 



« - 



« t . • 










\s yoa are conducting Lad^ Gotohed to h^r carriag;e from Lad]' High- 
k's "' noble party," and fancying yourself a man of fashion, you hear the 
vaots la the hall saying one to another, ** That's him^-tbAt's PooDch 1 " 



• • 



A ". 







Having rarrespondeil with Miss Rudgc, the giflcd poetess (authoress of 
■■ Floranthr," "The Lovelock of Montrose," "Moons of the Henrt-Bt rings," 
&c.), and exchanged portraits and your dwd poems with her, you meet at 
last. 

You are disajipointed in her appearance, and find her about forty years 
older than her picture; perhnps you, too, have grown rather fat and seedy 
*ince your* was taken in the year IBIT. 









ni; 



I 




kAs you nre labouring on your grewt work (in b slyle, let us ndd, equal to 
t subject). Lady Annn Maria Tomnoddy's cumplimetits arrive, and she 
JUMts rou will cast your eye over the accompanying manuscript in six 
luines, "The Mysteries of Mayfair," correct the errors, if sny, and find a 
lilisher for the same. 
X.B.— You have in your bookcase Captain Bangles's " BulFaloes and Ban- 
ynn Trees," in MS.; the Rev. Mr. Growl's "Sermons to a Congregation at 
Swiuisea," ditto, ditto; Miss Piminy's "Wildflower Coronal, n Wreath nf 
\'iliafe Poesy"; and Mr. Clapperton's s\\ manuscript tragedies; of all of 
which you are requested to give your opinion. 



. ■ . 



kt. 




^ printer's bof is sitting in the hall; the editor has written to say that 
last contributions are not up to the mark, and that you roust be mow 
if you please. Mr. Snip, the tailor, has culled again tliat mominn;: 
ve a splitting lieadache, from a transaction over-night, and as you an 
[ on exceedingly light and humorous article, your dear Anna Mnrin 
to know how you dar» dine at Grernwicit, and with whom you dined 
JRippose slie found the bill in your coat-pocket. How changed 
from what she was when you niRrried her! and how 
she has (rrowii ! 



4 



inged Ano^^^^ 

1 




Old Otnlleman. Uitt WiggtU. Two Autkori. 

ERtrntleman. " J am sorry to see you occupied, my dear Miss Wlf gets, 
mt trivioi paper Punch. A rnilway is not a plaM, in my opinion, for 

I never joke-never." 

W. -Sol should lliink, sir." 

Oentleman. " And iKsides, are f ou aware who are the condurtors of 
iper, and that they are Chartfsts, Deists. Atheists, Anarchists, and 
its to a man? I have it from the hest authority, that they meet to- 
once a week in a tavern in Saint Giles's, where they concott their 
us pri[it. The chief part of their income is derived from threatening 
which they send to the nohility and gentry. The prlnd|)ol writer is 
ned convict. Two have been tried at the Old Bailey; and their artist 



^Qielr artist . 

"SwJn-dun! Sto-tion!' 



[£« 



u Author 
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iiiij a Oood-\ 



" Have you rend the ' Macadam iser,' Tiu^s? " 
t no. Da people read the ' MacadomUer ' ? " 
l^iV. F. " He, he! I say, Tims, there's a must unjustifiatile altack upon 

Look here." (i/» kindly laket out Iht " Macadamlttr.") 

T. (rrudu) "'This person is before us again. He is ignorant, vulfcar, and 

a cockney. He is one of that most contemptible race of men, a professional 

buffoon. He is,' &c. &r. (rim* readi ad libilum.) Thank you, my dear 

; it was uncommonly good-natured of you to bring the critique." 






♦ • . • B 
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ONE "WHO CAN MINISTER TO A MIND 
DISEASED " 




"Ton BMm in loir spirits, Jem; 7011 ttaily sliould go into sodetj." 



A TEA-TABLE TRAGEDY 




IfiM Poltt. "Married her uncle's black footman t as I'm a sinful b 
Ifrt. TolU. "No?" 
Ifr». Watli. "OhI" 
IfiM Wad*. "Law! I" 



k 



I 




HALF AN HOUB BEFORE DINNER 




JViminy and Piming tlaring at Ihe Ladi»* teattd in a eireU 
tn the draieiug-Toom. 

.Vtminy. " That's a fain woman in yallah." 
Piminy, "Hml— pooty well." 



\ 





Captain Raff dielaling to Contel Famiih. 

Ray. " Our Wedgment Is ftwdrd ^wawd." 

Fami$h. " Ordered abroad I " 

Rag. " And I eannot leave my deawest Anna Mawta." 

Pamuh. " I cannot Leave my dear Miss Baker." 

Rag. "Without a stwuggle." 

PamiMh. "Without a . . . hang ft I I say. Rag I" 

Rag. "Whawt?" 

PamUh. "How d'ye spell struggle— with one g or two?" 

Rag. " O— denuny— twy thvet g's. Famish my boy." 



I 
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A LIST OF THACKERAY'S 
CHARACTERS 



Ill pnparing this List or Thackeray's characters (confined to hs 
fietioii) and not including names in the poems, or in the sketches, 
burietqnn and essays, even when these enter the borderland of 
the ttaty)t the greatest latitude has been given to the interpre- 
tatitm of the word " dianfltar." ' Many of the paaona iaSaei 
here, for instance, play no part irtiataver in tbe aetiaa, faot an 
cuoally niaiti<Hied in thoae xeftnnaea to fietttloDa iimalMii at tint 
genoal aodety nimiandfaig hSm inmatia ftnemm, Ummb Urticf 
pec^le fweaent at bobm flmetioa, etc., in irfakb lladGeny wbim 
ready as Bakac, and hi^I»er, hecaoK Hghter-hsnded. Othenue 
the merest BupemumeTaries. None have be^i otherwise than 
accidentally omitted, however; the editor believing that, with 
Thackeray's inexhaustible ingenuity in this kind of invention, 
euch a list will have an interest outside its ordinary purpose in 
recalling the origin of many a name that has clung in the mem- 
ory without regard to its importance or association — simply be- 
cause of its inimitable aptness, or because it places a t3rpe forsU 
future use. 

In every case the list gives only the chapter of the novel or tbe 
title of the short story in which the name of the character ptt 
occurs; it is not an index to incidents. But where a character 
reappears in more than one of several separate works, this fact ii 
of course noted. 



A LIST OF THACKERAY'S 
CHARACTERS^ 



ASBDKEOO, Mr. 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 

Cox's Diary. The Finishing Toudi 

Absams, MoiB 
Pendennis, Chap. 45 
The Newcomes, Chap. 9 

ACOSTA 

Paris Sketch Book. Little Poin- 
sinet ' 

Adams 
Christmas Books. Our Street 
(Some of the Servants) 

Adams, Grocer 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
43 

Addisow, Mr. Joseph 
Heniy Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 6 
The Virginians, Chap. 41 
Catherine, Chap. 5 

MAcvSf Sir JoHK 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

Aiguilijow, Duke of 
The Virginians, Chap. 65 

AiuBSBUBT, Lord 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 7 

AiMKS, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 14 

Aldeeitkt, Mrs. and Master 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 64 

Alogate 
The Diary of De la Pluche 
The Fatal Boots. August 

Alltoompake, Marquis of 
Gm's Diary. Striking a Balance 

Almaytva, Count 
The Newcomes, Chap. 31 

Altamokt, Col. (Amokt — Aim- 
snoxo) 
Pendennis, Chap. 95 



Altamokt, Mr. Fbedeeic 

Yellowplush Papers. Miss Shum's 
Husband 
AMivAlDE, Mme. 

Catherine, Chap. 10 

Amherst, Gen. 
The Vir^ians, Chap. 78 

Aminadab, Mr. 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 10 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 1 

Amort, Miss Blanche (Bbtbt) 
Pendennis, Chap. 92 
The Newcomes, Chap. 34 

Amort, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 3d 

Amos, Messrs. 
The Virginians, Chap. 46 

AXATOLE 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 95 
Pendennis, Chap. 39 
Cox's Diary. A New Drop-Scene 
at the Opera 

AircASTER, Duke of 
The Virginians, Chap. 15 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

AxcEL, Edward 
Paris Sketch Book. The Story of 
Mary Ancel 

Ancel, Father Jacob 
Paris Sketch Book. The Story of 
Mary Ancel 

Akcel, Mart 
Paris Sketch Book. The Story of 
Mary Ancel 

AircEL, Pierre 

Paris Sketch Book. The Story of 
Mary Ancel 

Andrew (MoNTprrcHET. See also 
Fftch, Akdrea) 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 3 
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The Rom and 




Asimiana, Lord 

The Adventuica of FliU^ Qup.i 
Atuits, Mr. 

Pcndcniiis, Chap. 18 
Aiut, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, BotA 3, Oup. II 



Backsovix, Dr. 

The Virginians, Qiap. %1 _ 
BtCEROiTiE, Muter J 

Christmas BocAs. Dr. Biitk ' 



Heaiy Bwmp^ Bouk 3. Cbsp. i 

Pandemil^ Ck^. 30 
AaKTtM, Duke of 

~ ~ 1, Book 3, Ch»p. V» 



Tim NewcMBCi, Chap, ss 
AsuvM, HDe. 
Christmas Books. Hra. PeridnA 

Ball 
AaxmoKo, Dean (of Winchester) 

Henry Esmond, Bocdi 9, Chap. S 
AaxnaoHo, Mr. 

The Adventures of PhlUp, Chi^. 3S 
AurrAoe, Sir Jobn 

The Virginians, Chap. 69 
AiNOLD, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. SO 
Aeiak, Lord 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 4 
Asctrr, Marquis of 

The Adventures of Philip, Oiap. 1 
AsBBvaxRAU, Lord 

Heniy Esmond, Book 9, Chap. IS 

ATtEIBDIT, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 14 
Attwood, Jack 
Paris Sketch Book. A GamUer's 
Death 

AnOUBTE 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 19 
AratunMe, M11& 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Cbiq>. 7 
AmjM, Bishop of 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 3 
AwEBQDEiauE, Vaelt-Mabzichai. 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. IS 
AvoBT, Capt. 

Henry Esmond, Book 8, Cbap. S 



'•P«MbH 



The N'ewroracs, Chap. *7 
Bacok, Lftdy and the Misses Aimu, 
LEostoBA, and Ma«ia 

Christmas Books. Mrs. I 
BaU 
Bacon. Mr. 

Pendcnnia, Cbap. 31 
Baomr, Mn. 

Pendennis, Chap. 34 
Baoox, Sir Giui and Master Gna 

Christmas Books. Un. PeikiiH^ 
Ball 
B*i«k, Prince of 

Henry Esmond, Book 8, Oi^ > 
Badqk, Miss (Mrs. Mackshaxi) 

The Virginians, Otap. 78 
Bamer, Mr. 

The Adventana of Philip, Chap. V 
Baooei, Lady 

The Newcomes, Cbmp. SS 

The Diary of De La nucfae 
Baoos, Mrs. 

Bluebeard's Ghost 
Baoo, Mr. 

Yellowplush Papers. Hiss 9niai'i 
Husband 
Baos, Miss 

The Newcomes, Ch^>. 98 
Baoshot, Mr. and Mrs. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 11 
Bagwio, Lord 

Pendennis, Cbap. 6 

Hie Newcomes, Chap. 39 

Bairry Lyndon, Chap. 1 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Oiap. 3 

Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Ydbrr- 
Plush's AJew 

Capt. Rook and Mr. Hgeon 



CHABACTERS 



BAiiTBSy Mr. and Misses Euphskia 
and FijOftA 
The Newcomes, Chap. 87 

Bakkb, Capt. Clabbkcb 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. S 

Bakkb, Emma 
Pendennis, Chap. 47 

Bakkb, Lady 
Loved the Widower, Chap. 1 

Bakkb, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 99 

Bakeb, Sir PoPHAX, Lady, and Ce- 

CIUA 

Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

BALDBxmEaw, Countess 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 6 

Baldbksok 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 34 

Baubaei, Chevalier de 
Barry L3mdon, Chap. 7 

Baixaxcb, Squire 
Catherine, Chap. 6 

Ballard 
The Newoomes, Chap. 98 

Balliol, The Misses 
The Newcomes, Chap. 39 

Balls, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 99 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 

Chap. 1 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 

10 

Balltsuwniok, Lord 
The Diary of De La Pluche 

Ballthoolet, Lord 
Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

Balltbaooet, Marquis of 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

BALLTSHAKiroir, Marquis of 
The Newcomes, Chap. 10 

Bamborough, Lord 
The Virginians, Chap. 39 

Bamvurt, Dr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 59 

Baitbttrt, Lady 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 9 

Bavgbawaoher, Lord 
Pendennis, Chap. 30 

Bavgham, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 59 

Baptists, M. 
Henry Esmond, Boole 3, Chap. 9 



Bar, Mr. 

Cox's Diary. The Annooncement 
Barbarossa, Father 

Pendennis, Chap. 99 

Barbeau, M. 
The Virginians, Chap. 95 

Barber 
The Newcomes, Chap. 13 

Barber, Master 
A Legend of The Rhine, Chap. 1 

Bareacres, Lord and Lady 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 98 
Pendennis, Chap. 9 
The Newcomes, Chap. 60 

(Lord) 
The Diary of De la Pluche 
A Little Dinner at Timmins's, 
Chap. 5 

Barker 
The Newcomes, Chap. 18 

Barxzr, Mr. and Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 15 

Barker, Mrs. 
The Virginians, Chap. 1 
Denis Duval, Chap. 7 

Barker, Tom 
The Newcomes, Chap. 21 
The Virginians, Chap. 55 

Barkham, The Misses 

The Newcomes, Chap. 9 
Barkixs 

The Newcomes, Chap. 59 
Barlow, Mr. 

Denis Duval, Chap. 8 
Barnaby 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

Bark arc. Dr. and Mrs. 
Denis Duval, Chap. 3 

Barnes, George 
The Newcomes, Chap. 37 

Barnes, Mr. 
Denis Duval, Chap. 6 

Barnet 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

30 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Baroski, Signor Benjamin 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 4 

Barr, Vicomte de 
Denis Duval, Chap. I 



SM UST OF THACKERAY'S CHARACTERSf 




Bany I^ndoft, Chap. 1 
Bunnr. Renr 

Bmnj LjndM. Ch«p. 1 
B*i ■ jWMi»i liimt. 

B«n7 LjMn, Clup. 19 




Bawls, Rev. Gideos 

The Sewrotnes, Chap. 3 
Baxtu, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Ciiap. 9 
Bath AX, Fiedebick 

The Newconies, Chap. II 

The Adventures of Philip, Cliap. 11 
Batham, Squire 

The Newoomes, Chap. 1 1 
Batu( 

Henry Esmond, Chap. 10 
Batkeb. Cameice, JahTi Mait, 
M'GaiooB, MoiEA and Ocdteb- 



Cbriabnu Books. Oar 9tnrt 
Bameti, The 

The Virginians, Chap. H 
Batcheum, Mr. 

I-ovel the Widower, Chap. 1 
BAnMAiT, Lord 

Coe'e Dlaiy. A Tournament 
Bawh, Dr. 

Tbe Fatal Boots. Jaouaij 
BAin, Mr. 

Heary BsiDond, BotA 3, Cli^ 19 

Catherine, Chap. S 
Batseok, Bob 

The Newcomes, Chap. 94 
Batut, Mr. 

The Adventares of Philip, Chap. 

The Newnmcs, Chap. I* 
Battsu, Mrs. 
Tlie Adventures of PhUip, Owp. 

Battebebt, Stokbt 
The Adventures of PhiUp, Chap. 

Batts, Capt. 

The Virginians, Chap. 28 
Bavohtok, Lady and Miss 

The NewFomes, Chap. 19 
Baitomtoh, Sir Curry 

The Newcomes, Chap. 18 



Hie Adventntes of PhlUp, OMp. 

Bealee, Hr. 

Denla Duval, Chap. 9 
BEAiTruuit Sir Giles 

Pendouils, Chap. S 
Biaxs, Ht. 

"Hie Adventurea of FUllp, Oaf- 

BEABDHoaE, CaAiLas 

Tbe Newcomes, Chap. 4T 
BuBimau. Geomi 

PitE-Boodle Papers. Confoikas 
Beadmoeh 

Vanity Pair, Chap, 64 

Christmas Booka. Mn. Pcrkinrt 
Ball 
BscK, Mrs. 

Pendcnnls, Ch^ M 
Becefobd, Alderman 

lite Virginians, Chap. H 
Becet (Gahh's Maid) 

A Shabby Gented Stoi?, Chap. •. 
Bedfobd, Dick 

Lovel the Widower, Ch^>. 1 
Bedfobd, Duke of 

Tlw Virginians, Chq>. 49 
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Beikkubidek, Mr. and Miss Gebtchik 
Catherine, Chap. 8 

Bell, Lauma (Pkxdekkis) 
Pendennis, Chap. 9 

Bill, Rev. Feakcis 
Pendennis, Chap. 8 
Newcomes, Chap. 33 

Bellaooxka, Countess 
Vani^ Fair, Chap. 64 

BsLLAnoir, Lady 
The Virginians, Chap. 85 

Bellendek, Miss 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Bellew, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 1 

Bellmak, Baptist 
The Newcomes, Chap. 70 

Bellminster, Lord 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 11 

Bblmax, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 86 

Belpei, Dr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 15 

Belsize, Hon. Charles (Jack) 
The Newcomes, Chap. 10 

Belweather, Lady 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 33 

BtXAZET, M. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 37 

BExmoo, Mr. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 5 

Bexkikgs, Alderman 
Pendennis, Chap. 34 

Beksok, Miss 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 5 

Beksok, Molly (Mrs. LASfBERT) 
The Virginians, Chap. 31 

Beksok, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 10 

BsKTivoouo, Mme. 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Bektlet, Dr. 
Henry Esmond, Boole 9, Chap. 10 

Bektok 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
16 

Bektok 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
90 



Beroamot, Lord 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 9 

Berigky, Comte db 
Denis Duval, Chap. 3 

Berkeley, George 
The Virginians, Chap. 17 

Berksteik, Baroness 
The Virginians, Chap. 9 

Berrt, Dulce of 
Henry Esmond, Boole 9, Chap. 14 

Berry, Frakk 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

40 
Men*s Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 

Franlc Berry, Chap. 1 

Berry, Mrs. (Akoelica Catacomb) 
Men's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 
Franlc Berry, Chap. 9 

Berry, Thomas 
Denis Duval, Chap. 6 

Berwick, Duke of 
Henry Esmond, Boole 9, Chap. 3 

Beryl 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 7 

Betbikda (Princess Rosalba) 
Christmas Books. The Rose and 
The Ring, Chap. 1 

Betsy (Princess de Moktgoktour's 
Maid) 
The Newcomes, Chap. 46 

Bettertok, Mr. 
Henry E«nond, Chap. 14 

Betts, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 66 

Betty (Lady Maria Esmokd*8 
Maid) 
The Virginians, Chap. 36 

Bevil, Edward 
Denis Duval, Chap. 1 

BiCKERSTAFF, TOM 

Pendennis, Chap. 36 

BiCKERTOK 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
30 

BiDDLECOMBB, Mr. and Mrs. 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 3 

BiDois, Mon. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

19 
Denis Duval, Chap. 3 

BlOGS 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
40 
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Gnat Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 



Cox's Diary, Notice to Quit 
The Bedford Row L'ofispiracy, 

BiocBi Capt. 

Major Gabagiui, Chap. 3 
Bioo, Lady 

The Adventures of Philip, Ctiafi. 

Bioca, Major and Minor 

Men's Wives. Mr. and 
Frank Berry. Chap. 
BiouD, Mrs. JcviMA 

The Bedford How Con 

BiooBNt. Baron dc la 
Paris Sketch Book. Carta 



■Hie Ncwcomes, Chap. « 
BiLLiiias 

The Newpomes, Chap. i4 
Bii.UM(W, Master Tuoiuia 

Catherine, Chup. J 

BlLLINOB, Mrs. COODV 

Catherine, Chap. 7 
BiLLTNOB, Sir Jaivh 

Denis Duval, Chap. 8 
BiLUHOMATr, Marque&s of 

Men's Wives. Tlie RiTenswin^ 
Chap. 1 
BiLi.iKcsTON, Lady Mait 

Pendennls, Chap. U 

BiL 



1. Mr. 
Denis Duvsl, Chap. 9 



A Utile Dinner at Ttmniiiu's, 

Chap. S 
BiLLTOOAT, Lord 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkiiu'B 

BoU 

BlMnrKCREB, SAADCtl. 

Major Gohagan, Chap. S 
BiMce, Mr. 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
SI 
BiirnELD 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. IS 
BiHoc, Mrs. 

Pendennis, Chap. 18 
BrsoiiT. Lord 

The Virpnlans, Chap. 3T 
BiNourr. Manager 

Pendennis, Ch&p. 3 



BixauT, Mrs. 

Pendennis, Chap. 4 
BiKKB, Mr. Sergeant 

Cox's Diary. Law Life Aaa!- 



I 



A Little Dinner at Timmini^ 
Chap, e 
BtKXie. Mr. James 
The N'ewcotnes, Chap S 

rhe N'cwcomes, Chap. 23 
liNNT, Mr«. and Miss 
Vanit>- Fair, Chap. S8 
MS*. Bev. Mr. 
h'anity Fair, Chap. 38 
tie. Lady 
Ilie Diary of De la Pinch* 

I'he Professor, Chap. 1 
JiBcri, Dr. and Jack 

Christinas Books. Dr. BIrdi 
Bnca, Miss Rooa 

Christmas Books. Dr. Urdi 
Bi»cH. Mr. 

\-Qnity Fair, Chap. U 
BniT, Mme. 

The Adventures of Hiillp, Oup- 



Black. Jave 

'ITie N'twcomes, Ch^ 79 
Blacedalu Jack 

\'anilv Fair, Chap. S9 

Pendennis, Chop. 61 

The Newrames, Chap. SI 
Blackbeaod, Capt. 

Blueliennl's Ghost 
Blackcaf, Lady Blakciie andllis) 

The Ncweoiiics, Chap. *1 



Pendennis, Chap. 43 
BLACKI.0CK. Miss 

Tht Adventures of FUIip, Qup 
93 
Blacemock, Mr. 

The Newcomes, Chap. SO 

The Adventures of Philip, Clilp^ 
BLACKsncK, Fain 

Christmas Books. The R«c w^ 
Uie Ring, Chap. 9 
BLAcmoMK, of the Hunan 

Vanity Pair, Chap. 3« 
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Black Stkap 
Pendeimis, Chap. 18 

Blades, Bob 
Pendennis, Chap. 73 

Blades, Mr. 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 

BaU 
Denis Duval, Chap. 6 

Bladeses, The 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 4 

Blagueval, M. db 
Men's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Berry, Chap. 3 

Blaise, M. 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 3 

Blake, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 73 

Blake, Mr. Joseph Cliktow 
The Virginians, Chap. 75 

Blakbkey 
The Virginians, Chap. 58 

Blakd, Dr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
IS 

Blako, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
89 

Blakdt, Miss 
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Pendennis, Chap. 19 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

Blowhard 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Blowman, Mr. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 17 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
16 

Blowser, Mrs. 
A Little Dinner at Timmins's, 
Chap. 4 

Bloxam 
The Newcomes, Cliap. 43 

Blubbert 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 1 

Blvck, Mr. (schoolmate of Gboroie) 
Vanity Fair, CYa?^. ^^ 



231 LIST OF THACKERAY'S CHARACTEHS 

BoLDEio, the Misses Bamu and 
Minna 
Tlie Advaiturea of PUJjp, Clup 



BlATDTKS. Mr. 
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Boflco, Baroness 
The Newcomes, Chap. 14 
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The Fatal Boots. 
BaisKKT, Mrs. 

Character Sketclies. The Artists 
BxisKET, the Misses Beibt and 
Susan 

The Fatal Boots. June 
BamsH, Major 

Paris Sketch Book. A Caution to 
Travellers 
BiixHAM, Mrs. and Gioaoc 

Pendennls, Chap. 67 
BaoAiACHT, Parson 

The Virginians, Caiap. 3 

BsOAOMStIT, "BABEBOns" 

Pendennis, Chap. 19 

BaOADBENT, POLLT 

The VirginUns, Chap. 47 
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The Newcomes, Chap. 94 

Chesham, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
23 

Cheshire, Marchioness of 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

Chesterfield, Lord 
The Virginians, Chap. 35 

Chesterforth, Miss 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

Chicot (alias Delval) 
Paris Sketch Book. A Caution 
to Travellers 

Child, Messrs. 
The Fatal Boots. October 

Child, Sir Josiah 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 1 

Chip, Mr. 
Men's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Berry, Chap. 1 

Chipstoke 
The Newcomes, Chap. 74 

Chivebs, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 17 

Chopper, Mr. and Mrs. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 24 

Chudleiohs, the 
The Virginians, Chap. 74 

Chump, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
38 

Churchill, Johk (Duke of Marl- 
bobouoh) 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 3 
Henry Esmond, Book ^, Chap. 9 

Churxikoham, Hexry 
The Newcomes, Chap. 24 

Chtne, Dr. 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 14 

Cikqbabs, Lord 
The Virginians, Chap. 9 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 3 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 5 
Paris Sketch Book. A Caution 

to Travellers 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 7 



■ S62 LI 

W Tlw Durv of De la PlurtK 

PJU-Boo^c Papers. Cmifessiaas 
Cuci, Rer. T. 

Hie N'cwcoDKft, Cbap. ^ 
CLACKaASNiiKumE, DucheM of 
Tbr NcwCTMnta, Chap. 78 

Grcsl Hoggartj Diamond, Cliap. 3 

■ Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 
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CtxvEc, Hmixji of 

A L,^end of the Ebine, Oup. 10 

CuKK, Corporal 

Vanity P'air, Chap. ST 

Men's Wives. Hie Rarcnswiag, 
Chap. 1 
Cuxuza, Capt- 

PendmnU, Ch^. 58 

Tbe Adventures of Philip, Qi^. 



The Advcnlurot of Ph 
19 
(Fain) Oirlstmas B 

Perkins's Ball 
CtfHcn, Tht 

A Shabl'jr Gented 
Clati-, Maiv 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 3 
Cupp, Mr. 

"" nity Fair, Chap. 17 



C1...1 



, Mrs 



Vanity Fair, Chifi. 99 
CLArmcLAW, Hias 

Christmas BocAs. Our Street 
Clappekton, Lady and Lady CLAimu 

Pendcnnis, Chap. U 
CLApmtov, Mr. 

Chrlatmai Books. Mn. PerUns'i 
Ball 
CiAPnAP 

Capt Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

Bluebeard's Ghost 
Claundon, Lord 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 7 

CtJlBE, Sir JCAHU 

Diary of De la Ploche 
Clateiino, Lady 

Pendennis Chap. 39 

The Newcomes, Chap. 94 
Claverixo, Master FaaNca 

Pendcnnis Chap. 29 
Claveiimo, Sir Piaxoi 

Pendennls, Chap. 9 
Claw, Col. 

Diary of De la Pludie. On Time 
Bargings 



The Newcomes, Chap. 31 
Clatpool, Tom 

the Virginians, Chap. U 
Clzvks, Duke Adolf of 

A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 6 



13 



[ jn. Mrs. 

I'he Virgiiiians. Chap. 43 
'icnwoaTHir, Lord and Lsdy 

Pendcnnis, Chap. T 
ZuKnt, Baran m 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 9 
CuirrEa, Capt. and Mis* 

Hie Fatal Boots. Jn^y 
Closi:, Col. 

A Uttle Dinner at Thnmlm^ 
Chap. 4 
Cldvibi, B<n 

Tbe Virginians, Cbap. 55 
Clvmp, Mr. 

Vanity Fair, Cliap. 19 
CoACHEB, Mr. and Miss MABiai 

Pertdennis, Chap. 8 
CoAns, Mr. 

Denis Dural, Chap. 1 
CocHois, HUe. 

Barry Lyndon, Cb^i. 7 
CoooLES, Rev. Clumitt 

Cox's Diary. Striking • Balsoe 

CoDDum, DOLLT 

Bluebeard's Ghogt 

CoDDUirS, Miss KlTTT 

Barry London, Chap. 6 
C«n>T, MaJ. 

Pendennls, Chap. GI 
Cmwo*, Squire 

The Virginians, Cbap. Sfi 
ConaHKAD, ffir Chablms 

Cox's I^ary, Pint Rout 
CoFniT, Sir Thos. and Mrs. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. *9 
CoLCHicuK, Viscount 

Pendennls, Chap. 17 

Pendennls, Otmp, 68 



I 
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CoLLiEB, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Book I, Chap. 11 

Collins, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 83 

CoLPOTB, Capt. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
34 

CoLTMAX, Judge 

Fits-Boodle Papers. Professions 
1st 

CoMAKDiNE, Rt. Hon. Lord 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

CoKDoi, Charlet 

The Newcomes, Chap. 70 

CowoEEVB, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 11 

CoKTaECGEvm, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 9 

CoxwAT, Gen. and Miss 
The Virginians, Chap. 40 

CoKWAY, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 99 

COPLESTOKE, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Cliap. 6 

CoiALiE, Mile. 
Pendennis, Cliap. 40 

CoasET, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 6 

CoaooxoBLEW, M. 
Cox's Diary. First Rout 

CoaoumoT, Fredeeick 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

COSDWAIKER, BUCKLEBY 

The Virginians, Chap. 38 

CORIKKE 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
23 

CORKORAX 

Pendennis, Chap. 39 
CoixBtrRY, Lord 
A Little Dinner at Timmins's, 
Chap. 3 

Cornel 
The Newcomes, Chap. 13 

CoRXELY, Mrs. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

CoRXICHOX 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

CoRxu, Mme. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 13 

CoRxwALLis, Lord 

The Virginians, Chap. 91 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 18 



Coster, Mr. 
Cox's Diary. A New Drop-Scene 
at the Opera 

CosnoAX, Capt. Jack 
Pendennis, Cliap. 3 
The Newcomes, Chap. 1 

CosnoAX, Miss Emily (Fother- 

IXOAY) 

Pendennis, Chap. 1 

CosnoAX, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 38 

CouRLAXD, Duke of 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 9 

CovEXTRY, Lady and Lord 
The Virginians, Chap. 41 

CovERDALE, Lord 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

CowpER, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 80 

Cox, Dr. and Master Tom 
The Newcomes, Chap. 6 

Cox, Jemimaraxx 
Cox's Diary. The Announcement 

Cox, Jim 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Cox, Mr. 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
34 

Cox, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. S3 

Cox, Samuel and Mrs. 
Cox's Diary. The Announcement 

Cox, TUGOERIDGE 

Cox's Diary. The Announcement 

CoxwooD 
Pendennis, Chap. 61 

Crabb, Mr. 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 1 

Crabb, Mrs. 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 1 

Crabb, Juliaxa (Mrs. Macarty) 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 1 

Crabs, Countess and Earl ot 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 9 
(Lord) Barry Lyndon, Chap. 18 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 

7 
Yellowplush Papers. The Amours 

of Mr. Deuceace 
Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

Crackexbury, Capt. 
Pendennis, Chap. 58 
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CiiCKESBiTiT, I^dy 

Vanity Fair, Cluip, 48 
CkACKiJiT, Miss 

The Adtfentures of PtuUp, Chap, 

a 

CBACKTUoapE, Capt. 

The Ncwcoincs, Cbap- *1 
CaiCKTHoape. Lady 

The Newcomcs, Chap. 49 
CiAMtiT. Sir Acovtnri CAtriB 

Fill- Boodle Papers. Profes 
ClAnPTON. Mr. 

The Bedford-Row Congpiracy, 

ClAW. Col. 

The Fatal Boots. AprU 
Cbaw. Mr. 

Men's Wives. The Rawmswlng. 
Chap. 6 
CaAWLEV, I.Hdy 

\'nnity Fair, Chap- 8 
Cbatltt, Mln 

Vanity Fair, Ch^. 9 
Cbawlbi, Rer. Mr. Bim 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 11 
CiAWLET, Mrs. Bun 

Vanity Pair, Chap. 11 
CsAWLer, FauiK 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 11 
ClAWUT, Jamu 

Vanity Pair, Chap. 11 
CsAWLEr, Maitha, Exka, Favxt, 
Matilda (Bun CaAirtKr'a 
daushters) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 39 
ClAWLEY, Miw Matiiaa (PrA 
daughter) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 40 
CkAiVLir, Pitt 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 7 

The Newcomes, Chap. 13 
CiAwuY, Master Pm (Pm'a mi) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 40 
CaAWLEY, Sir Pnr 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 7 

ClAWLCY, RaWDOK 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 7 
Pendennls, Chap. 34 
The Newconies, Qiap. 13 

Cbawlet, Rawuon Mmm 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 37 
The Newconies, Chap. IS 

CtAWLEY, Miss Ron 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 8 



CaAWLtv, .Miss Violet ^^ 

Vanity Fair, Chap. S ^^1 

Ckawlet, Sir WiuxiiT ^H 

Hcnr^ Esmond, Chap. S ^^| 
CiAwuETi, the ^^1 

TIk Vir^nians, C^p. 16 
Cbaxton, Sir Robeit 

The Newcomes, Cbap. 9 
Crcamem, Mr. (Miss Cxavut*! 
physician) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 33 
Cbeed, Mrs. and children 

Pendcnnis Cbap. i 
CamwEu. Sir CKEsavtix 

The Virginians, Chap. TO 
Cuw, Mr«. 

The Virginians, Chap. 77 
Caisa, Mrs. 

ITie Ncwcomes. Chop. 9 

The Newronics, Chap. ?7 
CucK, Miss 
Character Slietdies. The Arti* 

CUCXLADB 

I'he Adventures of Philip, Chip-S 
CaicKLAnE, Mr. 

The Kewccmes, Chap. 9 
Chioii, Mme. at 

Pendennis, C3iap. 83 
CHi!.-tn.isE, Mme. 

Hie Diary of De la Pludw 
C^iar, Rev. Mr. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 3 
Ch.«.-iiet. Miss 

The Neivi-omes. dmp. 43 
Cbochd, Mme. 

Denis Duval, Chap. 3 
Cii(H-Kioi.ii, Mr. 

Capt Rook and Hr. ngem 
Cbiesds, Lord 

Tlie Newcomes, Ch^. S4 
Caou, Mies 

Character Sltetdies. The ArlW" 



CaoKi 



, Mr. 



Feiitlennis Cbap. 18 
CiooKsiiANK. BLshop and MtstrO 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Cfc^ ' 



The Newcomca, Chap. S 
Ckotntcu, Bishop 
The AdvcntuKS of Philip, Oip- 
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CiowDEi, Blaxche and Tom 
A Little Dinner at Timmins's, 
Chap. 1 

C^ucHE-CAflBfaB, Mme. la Baronne di 



Pendennls, Chap. 74 
The Newcomes, Chap. 38 

CauMP, Mr. and Mrs. 
Men's Wives. The Raveoswing, 
Chap. 1 

CauMF, Miss MoaoiAXA 
Men's Wives. The Raveoswing 
Chap. 1 

CauMP, Mr. Orlaxdo 
Cox's Diary. The Announcement 

Ciusius, Dr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 63 

CiuTCHLET, Lady Auoubta 
The Virginians, Chap. 34 

CiuTXT, Miss Magdalen 
The Fatal Boots. April 

CauTTT, Mr. Solomok 
The Fatal Boots. April 

CuBLET, Lord 
Pendennis, Chap. 68 
The Newcomes, Chap. 41 

CuDwoBTH, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 6 

CiTFF, Reginald 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 5 

CuLLEKDsa, Bob 
Fits-Boodle Papers. Confessions 

CcLLiK, Mr. 

The Diary of De la Pluche 

CuLLODEK (and Foktbnoy), Duke 
of 
The Virginians, Chap. 58 

CUMBEBLAND, Duke Of 

The Virginians, Chap. 5 
CuKiooinn, MUe. de Saints 
Pendennis, Chap. 7 

CuNtGONOE, Princess Mabu 
Pendennis, Chap. 30 

Cunningham, Mr. 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 9 

Cunningham, Mr. Peteb 
The Virginians, Chap. 40 

CVBBTN, Mr. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 3 

CuBBT, Gen. Sir Rice 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 9 

CuBTis, Thomas 
Catherine^ Chap. 1 



Cusns, Mabtha 
The Virginians, Chap. 12 

Cutler, Dr. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 27 

Cutler, Mr. (East India Director) 
Pendennis, Chap. 1 

Cutler, Jack 
The Newcomes, Chap. 8 
Men's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 

Frank Berry, Chap. 2 
Christmas Books. Tlie Kickle- 

burys 

Cum, Lord 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 2 
Catherine, Chap. 1 

CuTTB, Mr. and Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 30 

CuTTB, Miss Louisa 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 17 

Dale, Edward 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 17 

Dale, Tom 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 7 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 2 

Dalmatia, Duke of 
Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Deuce- 
ace at Paris, Chap. 10 

Daly 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

Dandolo, Prof. 
The Professor, Chap. 1 

Dan VERS, MaJ. 
The Virginians, Chap. 9 

Darcos, Count 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 9 

D'Argens, Marquis 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 7 

Dash, Lord 
Paris Sketch Book. A Gambler's 
Death 

Dash, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
93 

Dash, Sir Horace 
The Newcomes, Chap. 56 

Davidge, Mrs. 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing^ 
Chap. 1 

Davis 
Pendennis, Chap. 17 
The Virginians, Chap. 3 
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Davii, little Tom 

The Newmmet, Chap. 6 
Davibon, Capt. 

ChriBlmns Books. Dr. Birth 
DAnaoN, Fkask 

Clirlstnias Books. Or. Birch 
Dawdlet. Ijtdj And Lord 

Fiti-Boodle Papers. Confessions 
Dawkivi 

The Neweomes, Chap. 98 

The Adventures of Philip, r«"n 
IS 
Dawk.ss. Mr. 

Yellowjiluah Papers. The .\i 
of sir. Dcuccocc 
Dawkik, Tom 

A I.UtIc Dinner at Tfmniini's, 
Chap. 7 
Deak, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 34 
Dt Baiby, Chei-alicr 

The Virgliiiims, Chap. 93 
Dl BoBwrra 

Chtdstmai Books. Mrs. PerUna'a 
BaU 
Da Boon, Sir Thomas 

The Newcotnca, Cb^. 6 
DitACT, Mrs. 

Ttw Neweomes, Chap. 30 

DblANEHE, ElflLT 

Christmas Books. Onr Street 

LoTcl the Widower, Oup. 1 
Delamebe, Heltil 

Men's Wives. Tbe RaTcnswio^ 
Chap. 4 
DiLABOCRC, Mon. 

Tbe Neweomes, Cb^i. 4T 

DiLATAL, Miss 

PendennlB, Cbtp. «A 



Delc 



[, Mr. 



Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 
DiMPsna, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 3 
DiKBT, Dice 

The Neweomes, Chap. 39 
Denis, Capt 

Denis Duval, Chap. 1 
Ditris, M. and Sir Pnn 

Denis Duval, Oup. I 
Denkts, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 5, Chap. 3 
D'EaoLZS, Rot 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 3 



Desvesttwatce. Lord 
Tlie Neweomes Chap- W 

DcsMMoroci, Mr. 

The Neweomes. Ch^. 3S 

DircTACE, (Capt., Mr., l^onJ; Ibe 
name fm|uenlly reeurs) fl 
Vanity Pair. Chap. iS ■ 

Pendennis, Chap. J8 ^H 

The Virginians, Chap. TO ^J 
Tbe Adveotnrcs of Philip, OuP 
40 



ErcF.ACE. Hon. Aiaekvox Peect 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 9 
Yellowptush Papers. The .Amours 

of Mr. Oeiiceaee 
Men's Wives. The Ravensvini, 
Chap. 6 
Dti'CEACE, Jack 
mary of De U Plndw. On T^ 
Barglnga 
DivomHiaE, Dncbesa of 

The Virginians, ClMp. 77 
DiAaoLus 
Parte Sketch Book. Tlw PsMn^ 
Bargain 
Dibble, Hiss 

The Professor, Chap, 2 
DoM, Elijah J. and Miss 
The Adventures of Philip, Cbap. 
93 
DiODLa, Miss Rosamkl 

Diary of De U Pludie 
DiDDLBnraT, Ehiehess of 

Tbe Bedford-Row Conspii*?. 
Chap. 3 



Diary of De la Plucbe 
Oiristmas Books. Tbe KkUe- 

Dioaw, Hiss 
Christmas Books. Dr. Blidi 

Tbe Adventures of PMUp, Oaf. 

Dmmu, Hiss 

Pendennis, Chap. 8 
DiooLE, Tom 

Tbe Virginlsns, Chap. M 
DraoB, Sir HAavET 

lite NewcooMS, Cbap. M 
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Diuxr, Takdtb 
Pendennis, Chap. 18 

Dikwunub, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 6 

DiTKB, Tom 
PendenniSy Chap. 49 

Dixoir 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 6 

DixoK, Mr. Dakbt and Mrs. 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

Dl2ZI 

Yellowplush Papers. The Dairy 
of George IV. 

DoBBiK, The Misses 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 19 

DOBBIK, JaNBT 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 67 

DoBBiK, William 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 5 
The Newcomes, Qiap. 13 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 4 

DoBSLB, Ensigk 
The Fatal Boots. June 

DoBBS, Captain 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
Ball 

Doos, Dr. and Mrs. and Master 

WiLUAM 

Catherine, Chap. 1 

DoBSOK, Master 
Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

DoMOK, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 1 

Doaus, Dr. 
Men's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Berry, Chap. 9 

Dodo, Dr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 99 

DoDD, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 14 

DoDoiKGTOK, Lady 
The Newcomes, Chap. 6 

DODGIK 

Christmas Boolcs. Our Street 

Dodo, Lord 
Pendennis, Chap. 31 

DoDSBUKTS, the 
The Newcomes, Chap. 38 

DoDSLiT, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 69 

DoHKA, Gen. 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 15 



DoLDiUM, Lord and Lady 
Character Sketches. The Fash- 
ionable Authoress 
The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 
Chap. 9 

DoLLT (Little Rawdon's nurse). 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 37 

DoLPHiir 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Dolphin, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 14 

DoNCASTEK, Duchess of 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
13 

DoNCASTER, Duke of 
Great Hogearty Diamond, Chap. 7 
Yellowplush Papers. The 
Amours of Mr. Deuceace 

DoNKE, Dr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 17 

DONKEK, FlEDElICK 

Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

DONKBIBLITZ, RoWSKI DE 

A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 10 

DOKNEIWEITEI 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 7 

DooLAK, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 98 

DoiCHESTEi, Lady 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 9 

DoaLciNG, Lord and Lady 
The Newcomes, Chap. 98 

Dose, Mme. Von 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 7 

DouBLEJowL, Duke of 
Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Yellow- 
plusns A jew 

DouBLEQuiTB, Lord 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing^ 
Chap. 6 

Dough, Miss 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
10 

DOUILLETTE, Abb^ 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 3 

DovEK, Duchess of (and of Queens- 
beriy) 
The Virginians, Chap. 96 

DowNE, Lord 
The Virginians, Chap. 64 

DozELET, Lord 
The Newcomes, Chap. 11 
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The Virginian*, Chap. 69 
DiAFEi. Mr. 

The Virgininus, Chap. 9 



I'BriB Skclrh Hook. A Cdutlon to 
Travellers 

Bluvt>mrd'« GlMMt 



D»x. 



I^vd tiK widower- f*-n « 
Dvirpttco, MiKs 

Cnthrrlne. Chap. 3 
Dr'vei, Misa 

Barry Lyndon. Ch«( 



D..T1 



. Mr. 



Vanity Fair, Chap. 
DaopitcrM, Mra. 
Pendennis, Chap. 3 

DlOUOT, JiAK BATin* 

Denis Duval, Chap. 3 
Da I'M. tjidy 

PciiileTniis, Chap. M 

Great Hoggarty IMamond, C3iap. 3 
DiTDBX, Mr. 

Henry Eainond, Chap. 13 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 10 
DvBOBWTO, CommUaioncr 

The Fatal Boots. Ortober 
Dv Boia, Capt. 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap 15 

DtTBOXB, M. 

Pendennit, Chap. 41 
Ducaow, Mt. 

Men's Wives. The Ravenawtng, 
Chap. 3 
Dvrr 

The Newcomes, Chap. 14 
Duff, Pioot 

Christmas Books. Dr. Bird) 
Dom, Mrs. 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 1 
DcjAaaET, Col. 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
25 
Ddmmehland, Prince and Princess 
of 

Plti-Boodle Papers. Dorothea 
Ddhbai, Col. 

The Virginians, Chap. 13 
DvHDoonLZ, Lord 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 



DcxBoozif, I.ord 

Cox's Diar>-. First Rout 
DcxMoai:, Lady 

'Ihe Virginians, Chap. 97 
Dt'NMoeK, Lurd 

The \'irgimaDs Chap. B$ 



Dn 



>. M. 
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Sketch Book. LttUc 
Foinsinet 
DtTBT, Gen. 
The Virginians, Chap. H 
.-vAL, M. and Jilndame 
Denis Duvnl. Chap. 1 
[TV At, Master 

Christmas Books. Dr. Biickfl 
rvAL, Desib 
Denis Dural, Chap. I 



The Adventures of Philip, Ch«p 
M 

TUchj:s. Mr niirl Mrs. Hook 

\'iinity r\iir. Clinp. M 
Eauxo, Bishop of (TkAti.) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 47 

Pendenois, Chap. I 
Eales, Tom 

Pendennls Chap. 39 
Eaves, Tok 

Vanity Pair, Chui. 47 

The Newcomes, Chap. 90 

The Adventures of Philip, Otp. 
91 

Paris Sketch Book. The DerlTi 
Wager 
EnWABDa, Mrs. 
Men's Wives. Deids HaMjartj'l 
Wife 
Edwtic, (Gboui WAsmsoion's 
servant) 
The Vlri^ans, Chap. 10 
EoRAM, Lord 

The Adventures of Philip, Cbip-I 
EoLAirnxs, Mr. 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswin^ 
Chap. 1 
ELDEaBDBT, Lady 

Pendennls, Chap. 99 
Eunir, Besst and Lord 
Hk Adventures of FUUp, Q»p- 
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Eluot, Mr. Gilbert 
The Virginians, Chap. 58 

Eeioke, Mr. Justice 
Pendennis, Chap. 49 



The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
25 

EsMOKD, Beatrix 
Hairy Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 1 

ESMOKD, DOIOTHEA, EURACB, FHAIT- 

cn, George 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 2 

EsMOKD, Lady Fankt 
The Virginians, Chap. 3 

EsMOKD, Hekrt (Col.) 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 1 
The Virginians, Chap. 1 

EsxoKD, Lady Maria 
Hie Virginians, Chap. 3 

EsxoKD, Mr. WnxiAM 
The Virginians, Chap. 9 

Essex, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 63 

EsnuDGE, Lady 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
19 

ESTKIDOE, HaRRT 

The Virginians, Chap. 17 

Ethxbidoe 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 5 

Ettorb, Dr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 8 

EvAvs, CoL 
Denis Duval, Chap. 8 

EvAvs, Gen. 
Capt Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

ExBOBOuGH, Lord and Lady 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

Faoax, Capt. 

Barry Ljmdon, Chap. 1 

Fairfax, Lord 
The Virginians, Chap. 3 

Fairfax, Tom, Mrs., the Misses and 
Master Thomas 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

Fakbkham, Ensign 
Barry Ljmdon, Chap. 4 
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93 

Hall, Capt. Jack 
Tlie Adventures of Philip, Chap. 4 
Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

Hall, Catherike 
Catherine, Chap. 1 

Hall, Harry 
The Newcomes, Chap. 13 

Hamilton, Duke of (and Brandon) 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 15 

Hamilton, Tom 
The Newcomes, Chap. 15 

Hammerdown, Mr. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 17 

Hammerstein, Baron 
The Newcomes, Chap. 8 

Hammerton, Mrs. 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 9 

Handyman, Capt. F. 
The Virginians, Chap. 75 

HANDYSroE 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 15 

Hanger, Col. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 1 

Hans (student) 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 65 

Harbottle, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 59 

Harbottle, Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 16 
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ILtSnEAn, Mr. 

Pttidenniit, Chap. 3 

Ike Virginians, Chap. 31 
Hufty, Mr. 

nc Virgini&na, Chap. ST 
Habatman, Mrs. 

V«nit>- Fair, Chap. 60 
Hub, Dr. 

Henry Esmond, Bouk d, Cliap. T 

Poiilennis, Ciisp. li> 
Huuv, Mr 

Hciiry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 14 
Hablowe. Mr. 

'Cite Adventures of Philip. Chap. 1 
Huima 

Hun^ Or Gums 

Houy Bnoad, Boek I. O^u U 
Haw^ Jack 

The Newcomes, Chap. 37 
Hauo, Capt. 

Uajor Gahagan, Chap. 3 
Haebu, Prof. 

£>lat7 of De U Plucbc Mr. 
JtADKS Again 
HAUitONa, the 

The Virgloians, Chap. 3 

Hie Adventures of PhUIp, Chap. 
34 
Haiti iroTOK, Miss 

The Newcotnes, Chap. 60 
Hartst, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 2 
Habwood, Dick 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Quip, li 
Hastinos, Marchioness of 

The Adventures of Philip, CJtap. 
84 
HAfniroi^ Mr. 

Tlie Newcomes, Chap. 53 
Hastthqs, Lady Elizabeth 

Henty Esmond, Book 9, Chap. U 
Haunchei, Lord 

A Little Dinner at Hmmiiu's, 
Chap. 4 
Hautbois, Lady 

The Newcomes, Chap. 41 
Hawbuck, Sir John 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
BaU 



Men's Wives. Mr. and 
Frank Berry, Chap. 1 
Hawkixs. CapL 

Heniy Esmond, Book i, Chtf. fl 
Havksby, Hon. Hc!cBi 

The Bcdford-Kow Conspirs 
Chap. 3 
Hawkshaw 

Pendennis, Chap. 67 
Hawksuaw, BarAK and Sir Jul 

Henrj- Esmond, Chap. 7 
Hawkktoke. Ijtdy 

The Neweorati, Chap. 49 
HAwsgy, Mrs. juid Miss I 

Pendennis, Cliap. S9 
Uaxs^ Mn. 



H«Tti, Jon 

CbsmbIm^ Chs p , 1 
HAmoBV 

ne Adventures of Ptdlip, Cbtf.1 
HATTnoaK, Jack 

Henry Esmcmd, Bo<^ 8, Cliap. 14 

HBAVTlim, C HAS LIT 

The Newcomes, Cliafi. II 
HiAvnoF, Colonel 

Vanity Fair, Ch^. 13 
Heavthw, Mrs. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 37 
HBBEBOKIt, Dr. 

The Virginians, Cbup. T8 

Pendennis, Chap. 68 
HEDOBa, Mr. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 65 
Hedzoft, Count Kutasopp 

Christmas Books. The Rose snd 
the Ring, Ch^. 6 
HntLTAT, Mr. 

The Bedford-Row ConspirBcy, 
Chap. 1 

Christmas Books. Our Street 
HtEBFANK, Capt 

Miss L«we 
Heokkhbix, Mme. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 13 
Hely, Mrs. 

Tlie Adventures of Hiilip, Chap. 
93 
Helt, Bob 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 

BaU 
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ALnKOHAM 

tures of Philip, Chap. 



mes. Chap. 43 
Widower, Chap. 1 

E 

ion. Chap. 13 

rHOKY 

tond, Boole 3, Chap. 8 
ians. Chap. 16 

[CK 

ians, Chap. 86 

iROE 

lond. Book 9, Chap. 1 

ians, Chap. 61 

len maid at Queens 

r. Chap. 39 

ter 

3ooks. Dr. Birch 

I Papers. The Amours 
euceace 

op of 

ond, Boole 1, Chap. 9 

Y, Lord 

Over-Boarded and 
»dged 

ans. Chap. 21 

iss 
and Mr. Pigeon 

h Book. A Gambler^s 

nes. Chap. 11 

ne's butler) 
r. Chap. 13 

K)N) 

)ooks. Mrs. Perkins's 



)ooks. The Kickle- 



Chap. 31 

1 

igan. Chap. 1 

nner at Timmins's, 



Hicks, Lord Chief Justice 
Pendennis, Chap. 17 

Hicks, Mr. 
Christmas Books. Our Street 
Pendennis, Chap. 4 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

40 
The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 

Chap. 1 
The Newcomes, Chap. 22 

Hicks, Mr. (curate) 
The Newcomes, Chap. 15 

Hicks, Mrs. 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 3 

Hicks, Hakkah 
The Newcomes, Chap. 2 

Hicks, Hastikgs 
The Newcomes, Chap. 70 

Hicks, Thomas A. 
Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Deuce- 
ace at Paris, Chap. 4 

Hicks, Tom 
The Fatal Boots. February 

HiCKSON 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 6 
The Virginians, Chap. 71 

HiCKSOK, Mr. 
Denis Duval, Chap. 6 

HiCKSox, Prof. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 16 

HiGO, Miss (Vicomtesse Florac) 
The Newcomes, Chap. 28 

HiGo, Mrs. T. and Miss 
The Newcomes, Chap. 46 

HiGG, Samuel 
The Newcomes, Chap. 46 

HiGGiKS, Capt. 
Cox's Diary. Over-Boarded and 
Under-Lodged 

HiGGOlT 

Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

HiGGOBT, Thomas 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 2 

HiGGS 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 

11 
Cox's Diary. Notice to Quit 
The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 

Chap. 1 

HiGGS, Col. and Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 25 

HiGGs, Deputy 
The Virginians, Chap. 69 



^^^^^^^^^1 
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Htooi. Mr. 


HoKiAT. Mr. 


Vanity F»ir, a«p. S4 




HidiiaA-ni, Ijird 


23 


The Nev-ronics, Chap. 38 


Hob HELL, MiSA-l,rcuTiA 


HuiiinoiK. Mr. 


Pendennis, Chap. 50 


Great HogB«rty Diunond, Chap.fl 


HdSXiLL, Mr. Thomas 


Hi«l.«o«. Jack 




Lovd tlir Widower. Cbnp. 1 


HoBsos. Master 


Hia»«ii. Mr. 


Christmas Books. Dr. Dlivh 


Clirlstinni [looks. The KicUe- 


HoBTOK. Mr. 


liurvs 


Pendennis, Chnp. 71 


HiLDimASDT. Sir 


Homos. Sophia ALExntA 


A Le^nd of ttu? Rhine, Chap. 3 


The Xewt-opics, Chnp. ) 


Mill, Dick 


HOBEON. ZeCHABIAII 


llenrj- Esmond. Book 9, Chap. 9 


The Newconies, Chap. 3 


H.Lu.>»o. Mile. 


Host, Clabesce 


■n* VirglniniiB. Chap. TT 


The Newcoraes, Chap. 56 


HlLIDH. IIHRRT 


Hock, Mr. 


The Virginians, Ch.p. 30 




HtPPISI^Y 


The Bedford-Row Conspiracv. 




Chap. 1 



HiBKH. Mr. 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 

Mlss LUwe 

HliaCH. SOLOHOX' 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 6 
HrrcHiM, Dick 

The Newccnnes, Chap. 41 
HiiiK, Lady 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 



iO 
Hob A NOB, Lord and Ladj 

Pendennis, Chap. 9 
HoBAiT, Lord 

The Virginian^ Cb«p. 73 

Henry Esmond, Book 1. Chap. 10 
Hobble 

The Fatal Boots. September 
HoBBLER, Gen. and Mrs. 

Pendennis, Chap. S 

Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 
HoBBs, Maj. 

The Newcoraes, Chap. 19 
HoBBS, Peteb 

Catherine, Chap. 6 



HocoLirr, Mme- 

The Vlr^nlans, Chap. 71 

Pendennis, Chap. 99 

The Newcomes, Ch^i. 6 

Great Ho^arty Diamond, Chap.! 

A Little Dinner at llnuaiiu's. 
Chap. 9 
HoooE (latekeeper) 

The Virginians, Chap. 91 
HoDOE, Miss 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chip.( 
HoDOE, Mrs. 

Pcndomis, Chap. 65 
HoDQE, Sir RoBEiT, Lady and the 

Pendennis, Cliap. 99 
HoDOi-PoDoaox, Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 37 

HoDGEN, Hr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 30 
HoDOKTU, Lieut. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 3 
Horn MAM, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 38 
Hooaoir, Mr. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 8 

Pendennis, Chap. 6S 
Hopp, Mr. 

Great Hoggartf Diamond, Ch«p.> 
HooAH, Father 

Banj Lyndon, Chap. 14 
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HoooARTT, Mr. and Mrs. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 1 

HoooABTT, Misses Bell, Bioot, 
DoLLT, Frbddt; Geizzt, Izzt, 
MxxxT, MTsns; Nell, Pollt, 
Thedy, Tikzzy and Wromr 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 2 

HooonrABMO, Count 
Christmas Books. The Rose and 
the Ring, Chap. 13 

HoGGixs, Col. L. B. 
Hie Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
25 

HoGGixs, Maet Akk 
Diary of De la Pluche. A Lucky 
Speculator 

HoKET, Mrs. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 51 

Holder, Mr. 
Hie Newcomes, Chap. 55 

HOLKAE 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 3 

HoLLAXD, Lord 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 8 

HoLLYOCK, Mrs. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 61 

Holmes, Admiral, Mrs. and the 
Misses 
Hie Virginians, Chap. 68 

HOLME% FaKXY 

The Newcomes, Chap. 6 

Holt, Father 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 3 

Holt, Jack 
Pendennis, Chap. 49 

HoLTOK, Capt. 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 6 

HoLTz, Capt. voK (Father Holt) 
Henry Esmond, Book 2, Chap. 13 

HOLWELL, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 64 

HOMBOUBO, Count LUDWIG DE 

A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 1 

HOEKBUCKLE 

Men*s Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 1 

HoEKPiEPEB, Count 
Fits-Boodle Papers. Dorothea 

Hoick, Mr. Johx 
Tlie Virginians, Chap. 59 

HoMEB, Bob 
The Newcomes, Chap. 55 



Hoke, Mr. 
Cox's Diary. The Announcement 
Men*s Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 5 

HOVEYMAK, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 45 

HoKEYMAX, Rev. Chaelbs 
The Newcomes, Chap. 3 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

HoKEYMAK, Emma 
The Newcomes, Chap. 3 

HOKEYMAK, MaETHA 

The Newcomes, Chap. 3 

Hook 
The Newcomes, Chap. 1 

HooKEB, Maj. Gen. and Mrs* 
The Newcomes, Chap. 16 

HooKEE, Haeey 
The Newcomes, Chap. 18 

HoOKEE, ROGEE 

Denis Duval, Chap. 4 

Hookey, Sir Geoeoe 
Yellowplush Papers. The Amours 
of Mr. Deuceace 

HooKHAM, Lady 
The Newcomes, Chap. 24^ 

HooKHAM, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
31 

HooKHAM, JoHX, Mrs., and Tom 
Denis Duval, Chap. 6 

HooLAx, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 30 

HooPEE, Mrs. 
The Virginians, Chap. 31 

HoPKiKs, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 
Christmas Boolcs. The Kickle- 
burys 

Hopkins, Sam 
The Fatal Boots. February 

HoPKiNSOK, Louisa Matilda 
Bluebeard's Ghost 

HoPKiEK, Gen. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 43 

HoppEE, Sir Chaeles 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 4 

Hoppus 
Pendennis, Chap. 38 

HopsoN, Admiral 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 5 

HopwooD, Sir Johk Bied 
Pendennis, Chap. 64 
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Vuillv Fair, Cluip. U 

BluelNwnJ'i Gbost 
Hmh. Mr. 

The Virgiiiinns, Chap. 9i 
Hoairvvow, Mr. 

TbcAdventum ot PtOlip, Cbap. U 
HoRsat^tt, Mr. 

Pendennli, Chap, 6 

VBnity Fair. Ouip. 60 
Hoax KB, Cnpt. 

'ITie Virginians, Chap. 90 

BoBMEl, Col. 

Vanity Fair, Chap, 
Hob NIK. M». 

Urcnt Hoggarty Oii 
13 
BoBRt>CK^ Miss 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 8 
HoaiocKk Mr. Joiik 

Vanity Fair. Chnp. 9 
HouEHAiT, Tom 

Pendennis, Chap. 48 
HoMMAiT, Miss 

Men's Wives. Hie RavenswlD^ 
Chap. 4 

The Newcomts, Chap. 1 
HoaKiNi, Mr. (senior) 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Cbap. 
19 
HoaKiirt, Gn 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 9 
Honpva, Lord 

PendenniB, Chap. 3S 
HonruB, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 44 

Christmas Books. The Kickle- 

How AID, Sir HuMVBtST 

Denis Duval, Chap. 1 
HowB, Lord 

The Virginians, Chap. 6S 

Denis Duval, Chap. 7 
Hofri, Miss 

The Virginians Chap. 69 
HuMAu, (Jack) 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
BaU 
HtnBAtn, Mr. 

PeDdennlt, Oiap. 14 



Tbe Newcomes. Chap. 7 
HccKAAACK, CoL and Masler Hu- 

Tbe Newcomes, Ctiup. M 

HcCKLi* 

Lovel the Widower, Chap. 3 
HcDDi.ESTox-Fcta>iJ»Taii, Sir and 
Udy 
Vanity Fair, Chap. II 
Barry Lyndon, cliap. 3 
•1ie Diary of De la Pludw 
HroaoK. Mr. 
The Diary of De U Pludie 



I 



, Cliap. GO 
Hdff, Mr. 

Tlie NcBComcs, Chap. 9 
Huuirca, Capt. 

Vanity Pair, Chap. £5 
HIT1.EEB 
Christmas Books. Mrs. PerUni'i 



HvucEa, Master 

Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 
HttMAMDHAw, Lady 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

HOKBOU)^ Tom 

The Virginians, Chap. 5 
HvMsr, Miss 

The Virginians, Chap. B5 
HrMBT, Mrs. 

Men's Wives. Tbe RaTcnswin^ 
Chap. 1 
HvMPKi, Mr. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 46 
Hdmfubt, Sir John and Miss 

Tbe Virginians, Chap. 34 
Hdkcb, Mr. 

The Newcomes, Chap, a 
Hvstatnyrox, Mr., Mr. BAainnEUt 
and Capt. 

Christmas Books. Our Street 
HuirxLS, Miss (Baroness CAmsK- 

Pendennis, Chap. 9 
Hditt, Mr. 

nte Newcoows, Chap, n 
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Hunt, Jack 
The Virginians, Chap. 34 

HuKT, Rev. TuFTOK (Tufthunt) 
The Adventures of Philip, Cliap. 7 

Huxx, Mr. 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

HuaoLESTOKE, Capt. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 

HuaaiCAKE, Fbakk 
Men^s Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 6 

Hustle, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 98 

HirniKosox 
Pendennis, Ctiap. 44 

HusTLEB, Miles. Fakky and 
Theeesa 
Cox*s Diary. A New Drop-Scene 
at the Opera 

HiTSTLEB, Sir Geoiob 
Hie Newcomes, Chap. 5 

HVTCHINSOK 

Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

HuxTABLE, Capt. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 10 

HuxTEB, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 74 

HuxTEB, Mr. Samuel 
Pendennis, Chap. 46 

HuxTEB, Mrs. and Miss Sopht 
Pendennis, Chap. 50 

Htde, Cathebike 
The Virginians, Chap. 34 

Iachixo, Prince 
Tiie Newcomes, Cliap. 31 

Iaoo, Marquis 
The Newcomes, Chap. 31 

Ida, Countess 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 10 

loxATius, Father 
Paris Sketch Book. The Devil's 
Wager 

IVCLEDOK, Mr. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 1 

IvNisHOWAK, Lady 
The Newcomes, Chap. 49 

Iboits, Mrs. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 16 

Iboits, Rev. Mr. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 33 



Iboks, Bob 
Paris Sketch Book. A Caution 
to Travellers 

Ibvikb 
Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

Isaacson, Miss 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 34 

IsmoB (Joseph SedlEt's valet) 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 31 

d'Ivby, Duchess 

The Newcomes, Chap. 28 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
30 

dIvbt, Duke 

The Newcomes, Chap. 93 

d'Ivby, Aktoikette 

The Newcomes, Chap. 31 

JaBOTIEBE, Due DE LA 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 
The Virginians, Chap. 6 

Jack, Col. 
The Virginians, Chap. 19 

Jackson, Capt. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 56 

Jackson, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 18 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 9 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 1 

(Samuel) Great Hoggarty Dia- 
mond, Chap. 6 

Jacobs, Miss 

The Professor, Chap. 1 

Jacob, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 57 

James, Capt. 

Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 11 

James, Mr. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 45 

Jabman, Mr. 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 6 

jABvns, Miss NicoL 

The Virginians, Chap 69 

Jason 
The Newcomes, Chap. 98 

Jawkins 

Pendennis, Chap. 48 

Lovel the Widower, Chap. 6 

Jeames 

Pendennis, Chap. 36 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

Jehoshaphat, Mr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
11 
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JoBKnoHE, Lady 

YrlloB-plush Papers. The Ddif 
of George IV. 
Joixrvue. L«dv Blekeikiop 

Henry Esmond, Book I, Chqi.t 

A Shabby Genteel Story. Qmp. T 
Jou.v, Mr. and Ijuiy ]\uk 

The Newcomcs, Chap. H 
JoixrxAs, Sam 

The New<-amcs, Chap. iS 
JoKAs, Miss 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkin^'i 
BoU 
Jones 

Christmas Bonks. The Rose ind 
the Ring. Chnp. U 

The Adventures of Philip, Oaf. t 

The Xcwcmnea, Ctup. 1 
Jo>iE», Master 

Christmas Books. Dr. Blrdi 



Jswirivs 

The Newnanes Chap. SI 
Jekeisi. Mrs. 

Bluebeard's Ghost 
JtMCiKi, Gammei and Gooor 

The Virginians, Chnp. IS 
Jenkimim, Gkomok Fkedcbick 

The Diary of De la Pluche 
Jbknikob, Saiah 

Henry E&mond, Book 9. Chap. S 
JlMiTMa, Mr. SuAMX 

The Virginiaus, Chup, 63 



l>«'nis l>uval. Chap. T 
J»MVX, Harry 

Henry Ksnumd, Book 3, Chap. S 

jElHIXCtlAll 

Chap, a 
JiBTAa, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 15 
JiwA*, LoLi. (Sxdmt'i Indian ser- 
vant) 
Vanity Fair, Chftp. AS 



JiLu, Sir Daicbt 
The Newcomes, Cliap. SO 

JiMU 

Christmas Books. Mrs. PerUns'a 
BaU 

The Virginians, Chap. 77 

J OHM, of the St-ADOHTXH 

Vanity Fair, Chap. £8 
JoHiT (Pemdehwis's footman) 
Pendennis, Chap. 2 

The Adventures of Philip, Ch«p, 1 
Johnson, Mr. 

Men's Wives. The Ravcnswlng, 
Chap, i 
Johnson, Harit 

The New-comes, Chap. ZI 
Johnson, Dr. Samdel 

The Virginians, Chap. 26 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 

Catherine, Chapter the Last 



Christmas Bodka. Ma. PerUu't 
Ball 

Christmas Books. Our Street 
JoKM, Mrs. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 79 
Jokes (of Jesus CoUuc) 

Pendennis, Chap. IB 
JoNis, Ha>kt 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. * 
Jones, JonN Pad. 

Denis Duval, Chap. 8 
Jones, Mr. John Padl Jimnaa 

Vanity Ftir, Chap. 49 
Joxn, Mr. Thohas 

The Vir^ans, Chap. 85 
JoNis, Miss, Mr., Mrs. and Tom 

The Newcoroes, Cliap. 31 

JONEBINI 

Men's Wives. The Ravenswin^ 
Chap, i 
JoNTTUB, Mrae. l* Coi 

Paris Sketeh Book. A Gamblei^ 
Death 

JoUENETlCAN, RcV. Mr. 

The Newcomes, Ch^. M 
JowLEi, Miss JtruA 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 1 
JowLER, Col. JnuDs and Mrs. 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 1 
Jowu, Rev. S. 

Pendennis, Chap. 75 



Doir 
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(Mr.) The Newcomes, Chap. 46 

Rev. Joshua, Barry Lyndon, Chap. 
7 

Jot, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
BaU 

JoTCK, Capt. 

The Virginians, Chap. G9 

JnmEB, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 16 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
16 

JUFFLES, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 84 

JUMOKVILLE, M. 

The Virginians, Chap. 19 

Kaicklkb, Mme. db 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 7 

Kaufmakx, Mme. 
The Virginians, Chap. 85 

Keak 
The Newcomes, Chap. 15 

Kbax, Mrs. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 16 

Keatb, Dr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 9 

Keiohtlet 
Pendennis, Chap. 49 

Kexble, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 81 

Kemp, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 5 

Kek, Dr. 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 1 

Kekdal, Duchess of 
The Virginians, Chap. 39 

Kent, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 58 

Kepfel, Commodore 
The Virginians, Chap. 7 

Keeveb, Johakk 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 

Ketch, Jack 
Christmas Books. The Rose and 
the Ring, Chap. 10 

Kettekheimer, Count 
The Newcomes, Chap. 14 

Kew, Lady 
The Newcomes, Chap. 10 

Kew, Lord 
The Newcomes, Chap. 5 



Kew, Lady Julia 
The Newcomes, Cliap. 10 

Kewsy, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 49 

Kewst, Serjeant, Mrs. and Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 61 

Keziah (Mrs. Ma80x*s maid) 
The Newcomes, Chap. 61 

KiBOB Bet 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

KiCKLEBURTs, the 
Pendennis, Chap. 99 
The Newcomes, Chap. 99 
A Little Dinner at Timmins*s, 

Chap. 1 
Christmas Books. Our Street 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 

burys 

Kicks, Eliza 
The Fatal Boots. January 

KiCKSET, Capt. 
Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Deuce- 
ace at Paris, Chap. 1 

KiCKSET, Miss jEBilMA 

Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Deuce- 
ace at Paris, Chap. 1 

KiDDEEMINSTEB, Earl Of 

Pendennis, Chap. 74 

KiLjOT, Miss 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 16 

KlLLBLAZES 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 3 
Cox*s Diary. Striking a Balance 

KiixEEK, Lord 
Yellowplush Papers. The Dairy 
of George IV. 

KiujoREw, Mr. 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 9 

KiLwoRTH, Lord 
Yellowplush Papers. The Dairy 
of George IV. 

Kivo (of Corpus) 
The Newcomes, Chap. 1 

KiNOSLET 

The Virginians, Chap. 64 

KiEBY, Mr. and Mrs. 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

KiBK, Mrs. Capt. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 97 

KiBscH (Joseph Sedlet*s courier) 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 69 

Kite, Sergeant 
Catherine, Chap. 1 
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Xlw N< 



. Mrs 



Cbap. M 
Chap. 73 



TIm n< 
Knn.T, Sir Ci 

FH^BoiKUerupcrs. Profesakms, 1 
Xmu. the Mbses 

TU Artlsls 

XumBKIPOIII, M. DE 

Vmaily Fair. Chap. 51 
Ths Ncwitimes. CMp. 47 



Lact, DtCK 

Pendennis Chap 36 
Lact, Master Roduuck 

Christmas Books. Our Strttt 
LACKL.KKD, Lord 

The Newcomcs, Chap. 38 
LAPArETTE, Marquis oc 

The Virginians, Chap. SI 

The Adventures of Philip, Cla^ 



18 
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of George IV. 

Lees, the 
The Virginians, Chap. 86 

Leggat, minor 
Pendennis, Chap. 58 

Leitch, Dr. 
Cox's Diary. Down at Beulah 

l'Enclos, Mile, de 
The Virginians, Chap. 83 
Catherine, Chap. 7 

Leinster, Duke of 
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Yellowplush Papers. Mr. Deuce- 
ace at Paris, Chap. 8 
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LtnBAiwE, Lady 

Pendennis, Chap. 67 
LoTHAm, Beac 

The Virginians, Chap. 79 
LoncBEN, Friiuiein 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 7 
LomsoN, Mllei 

Banr Lyndon, Ch^. 18 



LIST OF THACKERAY'S CHARACTERS 289 



LovEOEOVE, Mr. 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 5 

LovEL, Mrs. 
Lovd the Widower, Chap. 1 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 4 
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Lowe, Misses Emma and Mikka 
Miss Lowe 

Lowe, Moses 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 9 
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LuECHEB, Master 
Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

LuEOAK, Pat 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 
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MiJAmi 

The Ncwcomes, Chap. 31 
MiLCS, Mrs. nml yVi^-, Mtba 

The Newconics. Chap. 8 
Jln-LiKEx, Mr and Mrs. Houcx 

Christmas Books. The KlcUe- 

MlLUITOTON, Mn. 

Men's Wives. The Ravenswlnir, 
Chap. 6 
Hills, Mr. 
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Moxtakvtlle, Miss J. 
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Pendennis, Chap. 75 
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Paris Sketch Book. The Painter's 
Bargain 

MoREAU, Mr. 
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Chap, I 

Mm. 


Mveroao. FaEinaicc 

The Adveuturea of Philip. Chip. 
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MiL^ Mr, 



Barry Lyndon, Chap, li 
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Vanl^ Fair, Chap. 80 
Rabt 

The Advoitures of Philip, Chtp-I 
Rabt, Miss 

Christmas Books. Dr. Bh«fa 
RAcinxAw, l^idy and Ladies 

HEaHEKOILDE and YSEOLC 

Tlie Nenrcomes, Chap. 41 
Christmas Boobs. The KicUe- 

RACEvnuw, Jack 

Pendennis, Chap. 60 
Ratf, Capt 

Pendennis, Chap. M 
Raff, Chevalier me 

Vanity Fair, Chap. M 
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B8, Mr. and Mrs. 
ity Fair, Chap. 3T 

s, Tom 

ity Fair, Chap. 64 

, Dr. 

Newcomes, Chap. 80 

, Lady Fakitt 

it Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 

[ORK, Rev. J. 
iennis. Chap. 32 
Newcomes, Chap. 6 

XL, Jack 

's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 

ank Berry, Chap. 1 

LL, Polly 
erine. Chap. 1 

LPH, Hon. Peytok 
Virginians, Chap. 36 

M, Mr. 

Virginians, Chap. 85 

LLE, Miss 

itmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 

Ji 

LLE, Lady Jake 

;tmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 

il 

'.LE, Mr. Rakville 

ittle Dinner at Timmins's, 

ap. 2 

itmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 

II 

[JCy Tahaks 

y Lyndon, Chap. 7 

r, Mr. 

Newcomes, Chap. 65 

iTON, Capt. 
Virginians, Chap. 85 

7 Esmond, Book 2, Chap. 14 

NSWIKG, the" (MoRGIAKA 

tJMP— Mrs. Walker— Mrs. 

X>L8ET) 

s Wives. The Ravenswing, 

ap. 1 

Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

[, Count 
Diary. Down at Beulah 

IT 

Virginians, Chap. 91 

tr, Capt. 

Boodle Papers. Confessions 



Rawkins, Rev. Simeok 
The Newcomes, Chap. S5 

Rawson, Lieut. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 4 

Ray, Miss 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

Redcap, Mr. 
Catherine, Chap. 6 

Reddish, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 67 

Redmak, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
20 

Redxaykes, the 
The Virginians, Chap. 16 

Reeve, John 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 9 

Reiiteck, Count 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

Reineck, Mile. 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

Rekket, Miss 
The Newcomes, Chap. 24 

Reyvie, M. de la 
Paris Sketch Book. Cartouche 

Reykolos, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 67 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

Rhadamaxthus, Sir Roger 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 

Rhodes 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 5 

RmnoxE, Sir Pepik, Lady and 
Master 
Pendennis, Chap. 2 

Rich, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 60 

Richardson, Mr. 
Cox's Diary. Notice to Quit 

Richardson, Mr. Samuel 
The Virginians, Chap. 26 

RiCKETTs, Tom 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 57 
Pendennis, Chap. 3 

RroER, Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 60 

RroLEY, Mrs. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 11 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 6 
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RiDLiT, Jonx Jamu ("J. J.") 

The Newcomcs, Chsp. II 

The Adrcntures of Philip. Chap. 3 
Ruiixr, Samu: 



The Ncwcomcs, Chan. 1 1 

- - - g of PhiU 

Rioit'D, M. 



Tbe Adventures of PhiUp. Chap. 6 
Henry Ewnond, Book 2, Chap. 6 



Barrj' Lyndon, Chnp. 17 
BiKCEB. Mr. 

The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 
Chaji. I 

Pendennis, Chap. 36 
RiMCEB, Mrs. 

Great Hoggnrif Diamond, Cbap.B 
RixoDOVE, Lord and l^dy 

Pcndcnnis, Chap. 44 
RiNnwonii, I^dy 

ITie Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
31 
RiirawooD, Lord 

Tbe Virginians, Chap. 9 

PendennU, Chap. 18 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 1 
RiNOvooD, the Misses 

The Adventures of PhUip, Chap. 
3A 
Rdtowood, Sir Dick 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 
RiirnwooD, Sir Fiaitcis 

Hie Adventures of PhJUp, Chap. S 
RiiTowooD, FiAMKUit and Ficd 

Tbe AdvcDturca of Philip, Chap. 
35 
RtMovooD, Hon. G. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

Diary of De la Plucbe 
RuTovooD, Hon. HkiraT 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 

Ri MO WOOD, Phi UP 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 9 
RiMowooD, Hon. Tom 

Paris Sketch Book. A Caution to 
Travellers 
RiKKWEB, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 

Pendennis, Chap. 3 
Riviu, Mrs. MoNTAona 

Pendeonis, Chap. 60 



RoBixtos, Master 

Christmas Bot^. Dr. Bircb 
RocRvmt 

Henry Esmond, Book i. Chap, i 
Rdch ESTER, Bishop of 

The Virfrinians, Chan. 5S 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 9 
RocuEnri. Lonl 

Pendennis, Chap. £9 

R0«-E>KIII1AM 

The Virginians, Chap. 15 
ItocKuiNSTEB, Lady 
Pcndcnnis, Chap. 99 
The Newoomes, Chap. 48 









Vanity Fair, Chap. 37 
RoDCERs, Mr. 
The Dlarj- of Dc la Pluche 

ItoDT.EHS, BeTST 

Pcndcnnis, Chap. i1 
RoQEKs, Lieut, 

Pcndcnnis, Chnp. 4 
RooEU, Hr. 

HeniT Esmond, Book S, Chap. 4 

The Newcomes, Chap. 1 
RooEBS, Sir Jaspek and Lady 

Fendennis, Chap. 29 
RoooMHE, Mme. 

ITie Newcomes, Chap. 80 
RoQioir, M. 

Pcndennis, Chap. S3 
RoHAtr, M. DE 

Henry EmKmd, Book 3, Chap. 13 
RoBAK, Prince Loru de 

Denis Duval, Chap. 9 
Robe, Herr 

MIssUiwe 
RoijkXDSECx, Hermit of 

A Legend of the Rhine, Ch«fi. S 
Roua, Gen. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 6 
RoLU, Lord 

A Little Dinner at Tlnmiins's, 
Chap. 3 
Rolls, Sir Randal na 

Paris Sketch Book. The DevU's 
Wager 
Rolls, Sir Roger de 

Paris Sketch Book. Tlie Devil's 
Wager 
RoLT, Mr. 

Pendennls, Chap. IS 
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Rood, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 46 

RoooE, Puttee 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 4 

Rook, Capt. 
Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 
Vanity Fair, Ch^. 64 

Rook, Rev. Athanasius 
Capt Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

Rook, Harriet 
Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

RooKE, Admiral 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 5 

ROOKWOOD 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 7 

RooxET, Miss 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 

Rooster, Viscount 
The Newcomes, Chap. 38 

Roots, Prof. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 16 

Roper, Ned 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Roper, Mrs. Slack 
Pendennis, Cliap. 45 

RosALBA, Princess 
Christmas Books. The Rose and 
the Ring, Chap. 3 

Rose, Mrs. 
The Virginians, Chap. 25 

Rose, Rev. Otto 
Pendennis, Chap. 44 
Fits-Boodle Papers. Confessions 

ROSEBURT 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 7 

ROSEMOKT 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 18 

RosET, Dean (of Chatteris) Mrs., 
Miss Rosa and Master RmLsr 
Pendennis, Cliap. 6 

RosHERviLLE, I^rd and Lord Erith 
Pendennis, Chap. 39 

Ross 
The Newcomes, Chap. 59 

ROSSIGKOL, M. DE 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 64 
RoTCHET, Mrs. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 95 

ROUGEMONT, Miss 

Pendennis, Chap. 39 
RouGHHEAO, Lord 
Christmas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 



RouKCT, Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 9 

RouKCT, Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 59 

ROVNDHAKD, Mr. 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 9 

ROUKDHAND, MrS. 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 4 

RouKDLE, Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 96 

RouNDTowERs, Lord 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 6 

Rowdy 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
38 

Rowdy, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 91 
A Little Dinner at Timmins's, 
Chap. 9 

Rowdy, Mrs. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 61 

RowE, Rt Hon. Cakkok and Lady 
Louisa 
The Newcomes, Chap. 16 

RowKiKS, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 4 
The Newcomes, Chap. 57 

Rowland, Serjeant 
The Newcomes, Chap. 58 

RowsoK 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 56 

RoY, Lord Henry 
The Newcomes, Ctiap. 44 

Rubbery, Prof, and Miss Mariakkb 
Character Sketches. The Artists 

Ruck, Mr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 6 

Rucker, Al. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 55 

Rucker, Polly 
Pendennis, Chap. 63 

Rudge, Miss 
The Newcomes, Chap. 8 
Denis Duval, Chap. 1 

Rudge, Mr. 
The Adventures of Pliilip, Chap. 

91 
Denis Duval, Chap. 1 

Rudolf 
A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 8 

Ruff, Mr. and Mrs. 
The Virginians, Chap. 44 
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ChrtotriiM llooks. Dr. Birch 
'AvMantA Rr\. Milk*. Mr. Cltdsac 

And MUx Cl*r* 
I Chrbtmtu Uonks. Our Street 

i llw Advmturcd of riiiUp, Chup. 
I 13 



, Fl(>-Boodle Papers. Ottilia, 
' Clui|>. 3 

^VxrcLwrrx. Pfauum of 
Bofry Lfittloii, CUnp. 
■^trxHvmra. lard and l^f 
y Pendennln, Chnp. Id 
HRvkt, Miss 

, A Shabb}' Genteel Stoiy, Qiap. T 
> The Arttsti 
'RxPKT, Mr. 

Bkiry London, Chap. IS 
Ruvtm. ChevaUcr 

The Virginians, Chap. TT 
Rymfu, Mr. 
Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 

SAccHAaimA 

Henry Esmond, Chap. T 
Sac HE via EL, Dr. 

Henrj Esmond, Book 3, Cliap. I 
Sack»-Tcbbinoeit, Dulie of 

Cox's DUry. Down at Bculah 
Sacxvilix, lj>rd Georok 

The Virginians Chap. SB 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 9 

Lovcl the Widower, Chap. 9 
Sadihans, Prof. 

Pendennis, Chap. 31 
Sadmah, Sir TiioHAi 

The Newcames, Chap. 43 
Sadt 

The Virginians, Chap. T 
Saivt Amoui, Madame de 

Vanity Fair, Ch^. 64 
St. Bee«, Bishop of 

The Adventures of PhUip, Chap. 5 
St. Cuii-D. Due de 

PendenniE, Chap. 30 
St. Davids, Duke of 

Pendennis, Chap. IT 
St, Denis, I.ord 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. A 



St. EwiuoN, Countess 

The Diary of De U Pluchc 
St, GtuuiE, Chevalier na 

Hcnrj- Esmond, Book 3. Cliap, 4 
Saint Jeak (valel) 

The Newcomes, Cluip. *6 
St. Jons. Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 11 
St. Jitw 

Paris Sketch Book. The Storyof 
Mnry Ancel 
Saint Lai-rest. Mme. de 

Paris Sketch Book. A Gamliler^ 
Death 
Saint Mabyi, Lady Babrara '^M 

A Utile Dinner at TlmnuoAiS 
Chap. I ■-■^ 

Saladin 

A Shabby Genteel Stoty, Chnp, T 
SAUBBuir, Bishop of (Dr. Hoadut) 

The Virginians, Chap. S9 
SAU.r (Miss HoMETMAR's scmnt) 

The Newcomes, Chap. 9 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 
Salon -Des-ETaAKOEBB, Mr. 

Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 
Salter, Louisa 

Pendennis Chap. S4 
Saltire, Miss 

Vanl^ Fair, Chap. 1 
Salth, Dr. 

Great Hoggarty Dlatnond, Chap, 



Sampson, Major 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 3 
SAMPMJir, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. U 
Sahcxl (Pen-dekmii'i coachman) 

Pendennis Chap. 6 
Sakds, Bepwin 

Vanity Fair, Chap, 51 

Pendennis Chap, 31 
Sandwich, Lord (Jeumt 
Twitcher) 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 
Sanqlier, Bleft 

A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 11 
Santehre, Mr. 

The Virginians. Chap. S4 
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SAKTIAOOy Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 69 

Saioekt, Mr. and Mrs. 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Sasjent, Tom 
The Newcomes, Chap. S5 

Sark, Lady 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 9 

Sark, Lord 

Henry Esmond, Chap. 5 

Saetarelli, Mile. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 90 

Saxdon, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 84 

Saukders, Admiral 
The Virginians, Chap. 68 

Sauterelle, Mile. 
Pendennis, Chap. 14 

Savage, Richard 
Catherine, Chapter the Last 

Saverke, Aones de 
Denis Duval, Chap. 9 

Saverke, Comte and Mme. de 
Denis Duval, Chap. 1 

Saverne, Miles. 
Denis Duval, Chap. 9 

Savio, King 
Christmas Books. The Rose and 
the Ring, Chap. 1 

Savoy, Prince of 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 9 

Sawbone, Mrs. 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 1 

Sawders, Mrs. and Rev. S. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 44 

Sawyer, Mr. Justice C. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 68 

Sawyer, Mr. and Mrs. Topham 
A Little Dinner at Timmiiis*s, 
Chap. 1 

Sax-Muffinhausen-Pumpensteik 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Scales, Mrs. 
Denis Duval, Chap. 7 

Scamper, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 98 

Scan LAN, Squire 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

ScAPOOAT, Mr. 
Cox*8 Diary. Notice to Quit 

Scaramouch, Lord 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 9 



SCARSDALE, Capt. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 26 

ScHAPzuGER, Baron 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

SCHEFFER 

The Newcomes, Chap. 31 

SCHIDNISCHMIDT 

A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 9 

ScH LAGER, Capt. 
Miss Ldwe 

ScHLAKGENBAD, Mme. la Comtesse 

DE 

The Newcomes, Chap. 31 

ScHLippENscHLOPP, High ChanccUor 
and Mme. 
Fitz-Boodle Papers. OttUia, 
Chap. 9 

SCHUPPENSCHLOPP, OtTILIA VON 

Fitz-Boodle Papers, Ottilia, Chap. 
1 

SCHLOPPENZOLLERN, CoUUt DE 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 4 

SCHLOPPENZOLLERNSCHWIOMARINGEN, 

Princess of 
Cox's Diary. Down at Beulah 

ScHLUssELBACK, Couut and Countess 

DE 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 63 

SCHMETTERLINO, Count DE 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 10 

SCHNABEL, Maj. VON 

Fitz-Boodle Papers. Dorothea 

Schneider, Prof. 
Paris Sketch Book. The Story of 
Mary Ancel 

ScHNORR, Pasteur 
Denis Duval, Chap. 9 

ScHNURR, Prof. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 8 

ScHNURRBART, H. E. Mme. de 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 63 

SCHROFF, Prof. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 90 

ScHUVALOFF, Mmc. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 13 

SCINDIAH 

Major Gahagan, Chap. 9 

Score, Mrs. 
Catherine, Chap. 1 

ScoRONCONCOLO, PHncc 
Character Sketches. The Fash- 
ionable Authoress 
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ScwvLEi. Mr. 

11w Ncwcunica, Chap. i3 
Soun. Mr. 

The Vir^iiiuw, Oiap. 63 
8t»MM. MU> 

The Newronws, Chnp. 19 

1\w Dlnry of De U Piuche 
A Little DiniiFr at Timinins's 
Chap. 4 
SoKw, Mr. 

Bnrry I.ynilon, Chap. 1 
Dlucticant's Gbott 

'I1ic \'lrfi;iiiians. Chap. SO 
Scitewsv. Jack 

The Sewcomes, Chap. 35 

^'ell.t«plush Papcre. The Amours 
of Sir. lleuccnie 

SnoooiN*, John (Sir Pitt** keeper) 

Vwiity Fair. Chap. 8 
ScaocMiiNiiA, Anna Maku 

Bluebeard's Ghost 
SctrtLABOQin!, Lord 

The Newcome*. Chap. M 
Scully, Sallt 

The Bedford-Row Consplracjr, 
Chap. I 
ScuLLT, William Pnr 

The Bedford-Row Coniplracr, 
Chap. 1 
ScmLOCK, Mrs. 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Clup. 10 
Sckotauea, Mmc. 

Barry London, Chap. IS 
Secokiichap, Mr. and Mrs, 

A Little Dinner at Timmbu's, 
Chap. 9 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. S 
SiorET, Mrs. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 2 
SeoLET, Amelia 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 1 
SEDifT, John 

Vanity Fair, Chap. I 
Sedlet, Joseph 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 2 



SEEmACH, Maitha 
Denis Duval. Chap. 3 

Seebach, M. de 

Barry Lyndon, Cliap. 7 



f 

ap. 

i 



The Adventures of Philip, Chip: 
11 
Selwtn, Mr. Geobce .\iTCFmit 

The Virginians, Cliap. 15 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 13 
Sekioe, Dr. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 60 



Character Skelehej. The Artirts 
SitLE, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 49 
Seble. Mrs. 
endenni 
[en's W 
Chap. 4 
SETtTON. John 
Blticl>tvir.i^ Ghi 



Sn^i 



; ilf= 



-"^) 



Bluebeard's Ghoet 
Sb AC kill, Mr. 

Lovel tlw Widower, Owp. 1 
Shad WELL, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Chap. 4 
Shafto, Col. 

The Adventures of Philip, CbtpA 
Shafto, Jack 

Heniy Esmond, Book S, Chap. 5 
SnAKEiLET, Lady Philokela, 

The Adventures of Philip, Otap. 
40 
Shalloon, Mrs. 

The Diary of De la Plucbe 
Shaloont, Mr. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 7 
Sramdom, Capt. 

Pendennis, Chap. 30 

The Newconies, Chap, 85 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
16 
Shandom, Mabt and Mrs. 

Pendennis, Chap. 31 
Shakp, Lawyer 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 
SHAtp, Beckt (Mrs. Rawsom' 
Ciawlet) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 1 

Hie Newcomes, Cliap. 13 
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Sharp, Sir Cutler 
The Newcomes, Chi^). 8 

Sharjpub 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 5 

Sharpus, Mr. 
Cox's Diarj. The Announcement 

Sharwooo 
The Newcomes, Chap. 44 

Shaw 
Ttie Adventures of Philip, Chap. 6 

Shaw, Allum 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 9 

Sheekt, Mr. TooKE O'Cokxor 
Emmett Fitzgerald 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 3 

Sheeicts* the 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 1 

Sheepshavks, Lady Emilt 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 33 

Sheepshanks, Lady Jake 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 9 

Sheil, Mr. 
Fitz-Boodle Papers. Professions, 
1 

SHERroAK, Dick 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 

Sherlock 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 9 

Sherlock, Dr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 58 

Sherrick, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 11 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 1 

Sherrick, Mrs. and Miss 
The Newcomes, Chap. 9S 

Shikvak 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
26 

Shirk, Mr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
19 

Short, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 60 

Short, Mrs. 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

Shovell, Admiral 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 5 

Showery, Mr. 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Shrkwsburt, Duke of 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 8 



Shum, Mr. and Mrs. 
YeUowpiush Papers. Miss Shum*s 
Husband 

Shum, Miss Mary 
YeUowpiush Papers. Miss Shum*s 
Husband 

Shuter, Mr. 
The Virginians, Chap. 67 

SiBWRioHT, Mr. Percy 
Pendennis, Chap. 59 
The Newcomes, Chap. 93 

Sicklop, Mr. 
Catherine, Chap. 6 

Sieve WRIGHT 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 4 

SlEVEWRIGHT, NaNCY 

Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 8 

SiGMARiKGEK, Duke of Hoheiizollem 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

SiLBERSCHMIDT, Mr. 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
10 

SlLVERHEELS 

The Virginians, Chap. 54 

Silver Koop, Mr. and Mrs. Vak 
Catherine, Chap. 7 

SiLVERTOP, Capt. George 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

SiLVERTOP, Gen. Johk and Lady 
Emily 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

SiMCOE, Hon. Mr. and Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 15 

SiMMixs, Mrs. 
A Little Dinner at Timmins*s, 
Chap. 3 

SiMox, M. 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 8 

Simons (groom of the chambers) 
The Virginians, Chap. 81 

Simons, Mr. 
The Virghilans, Chap. 38 

Simony, Dr. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

Simper 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 3 

Simple, Ensign 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 97 
Pendennis, Chap. 34 

Simpson (Becky's page) 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 55 

Simpson, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 46 



810 LIS )F THACKERAY'S CHARACTERS 



StMK, Pilot 

A Sh»IAy Gcateel Stoiy, Chap. 3 
finriAO, U. 

CJiriitmu nook*. Our Street 
< Skew>ai.u ^*py 

Pendentiki, Chap. U 
'SununoiKis, Iafi] 

'Ilie Nrwcoiiws, C1ibi>. 41 
'Sxoxn. Mr. 

PcndcnnU. Chap. 13 
: Ski H Nil. Mr«. 

Lovcl the Widower, Ch«p. « 
.SxiKXKK, Hon. MIm Puirt 

Barry Lyndoii, Cli^. 13 
.Sl-kca 

'Itw Vlrglniant, Ouip. 60 
.Sumrac, Miss 

Character Sketcbet. The ArtisU 
ifiUMcoE, Miss (widow Bccx- 



Slauekn, Ladf Mait 

Paris Sketch Book. A GamUer's 
E>esth 
Slaho, Mr. 
Ucn'i Wires. The Ravenswhig, 
Chap. B 
Slappe*, Lord 
Men'* Wives. The RaveiwiDg, 
Chap. 1 
Slaihei, Mrs. Huoh 
A Little Dinner at Tlmmlns's, 
Chap. 3 

Tbe Newcocnes, Chap. 25 
Slkibootz, Baron 

Christmas Books. The Rose and 
the Ring, Chap. 8 
SuKosroNe, Lady 

Vanity Fair, Oiap. 41 
Sloaxe, Sir Han* 

The Virpnians, Chap. JIS 
Slocitm, Dr. 



SuopfEi, Rev. Snjirtr 

Cox's Diary. Down at Beulah 
Su)wBo*B, Lady 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 
Slowby, Lady 

The Adventures of KiUip, Chap. 
S3 



I 



SicLEj, Mr. 

Loi'cl tlie Widower, Chap. 1 
Sly, Dr. and Mr. 

Bltieheard's Ghwrt 

SLTBOora, C HAS LSI 

The Newconies, Chap. 60 
Sm»cke«. Adou-hps 

Tlic N'ewcomes, Chap. 41 
Smait (keeper) 

Pendennis. Chap. « 
Smant, .Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 16 
Smee, Mr. 

Vanity Fair, Chnp. 43 

The Newcomes, ctiap. 9 
SMicaxAQ, Lady 

Men's Wives. The Rarenswiri 
Chap. 3 
Shok. Mr. (OsBoasE's doctor) 

Xanity Fair, Chap. 43 
Sxnn, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 3 
Smibee, Mrs. 

Pendennis, Chap. 63 



Christmas Books. Hie Rose anil 
the Ring. Chap. 14 
SiirTH, Admiral 

The Virginians, Chap. S8 
SorTH, Lieut. 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. S 
SiirTH, Master 

Christmas Books. Dr. Bird) 



90 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Peikins't 

Ball 
Hie Newcomea, Chap. 80 
Vanity Pair, Chap. Si 
Sioni, Mrs. 

The Newcomes, Chap. Tl 
SMTra, Serjeant 

Christinas Books. The Kickle- 
burys 
SMrm, Bob 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 3 
Smith, JonK Thomas 

Yeilowplush Papers. Epistles to 
the Literati 
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SxTTB, Miss SusAH (Mrs. Stubbb) 
Hie Fatal Boots. January 

Smith, Tom 
Pendennis, Chap. 15 
The Newcomes, Chap. 13 

Smitheks, Mr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap 6 

Smouexsk, Mme. la G^n^rale 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
18 

SXAFFLB 

Pendennis, Chap. 18 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 1 

Shappertox, Lady 
Pendennis, Chap. 7 

SXARUEY 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 3 

SxEiD, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 3 

Snell, Jemima Augusta (Lady 
Clavering), and Samuel, Esq. 
Pendennis, Chap. 22 

SxiCK, Mr. 
Capt. Roolc and Mr. Pigeon 

Skipsoh, Mr. 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 2 

SHIPWITZ 

A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 11 

SxiYiKS, Master 
Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

Shoffler, Rev. Dr. 
Catherine, Chap. 6 

Skooks 
Character Sketches. The Artists 
The Newcomes, Chap. 73 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
Ball 

SsrooKS, Mrs. 
The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 
Chap. 2 

Snorter, Mr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 4 
Fits-Boodle Papers. Professions, 
1 

Skorter, Mrs. 
Fitz-Boodle Papers. Professions, 

2 

Skorter, Rev. Dr. 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 9 
The Fatal Boots. May 
Capt Rook and Mr. Pigeon 
The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 
Chap. 1 



Sxozo 
A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 9 

SXUFFMULL 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
Ball 

SXTDER 

The Diary of De la Pluche 

Soissoxs, Mme. de 
Henry Esmond, Book 2, Chap. 15 

SouxGEH, Chevalier 
The Virginians, Chap. 30 

Solly, Mr. and Mrs. 
Pendennis, Chap. 16 

SoLOMOK, Mme. 
Miss Lowe 

Solomons, Isaac 
Catherine. Another Last Chapter 

SoLOMOxsov, Mr. 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 2 
The Fatal Boots. October 
Character Sketches. The Fashion- 
able Authoress 

SoMERs, Lord 
Henry Esmond, Book 2, Chap. 1 

Somerset, Duke of 
Henry Esmond, Book 3» Chap. 19 

Somerset, Gen. Grakbt 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 3 

Soxtag, Mile. 
Men*s Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 1 

SoppiKOTON, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 60 

SOUBISE, M. DE 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 6 

SoucHY, Mme. 
Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 3 

SouTHAMPTox, Bishop of 
Henry Esmond, Book 2, Chap. 13 

SouTHDowx, Lady 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 23 
Pendennis, Chap. 22 

SouTHDowx, Lord 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 33 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

SowERBY, Lady 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

SowERBY, Miss 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
39 

Spada, Cavaliere 
The Newcomes, Chap. 81 
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arABK«, Mr. 

The VlrKiitlonji, Cb>p 4? 
Sruu, I'lin 

(lirUttnw Budkt. Mrs, Perkins's 



Great Hogg 



iggwty DiaiDoa(l, Chap, i 
8ri<i». Mr. 

I'endcitnli, Cfaap. 5 
Sf*tx. Tihi«*« 

ChriitniM Boolu. Our Street 
Steck, Mr. 

lite Ncvramta, Chap. S 
Stick. DnmmitA ron 

riti-Boodlf Pipcrt DotoUi« 
SncK, LoMsM vox 

Fltc-Boodk Papen, Dorothc* 
firm, Mr. 

llie NcvKHuM, Cl>ap. SS 

Tlic Scwcmncs. Chop. U 

SriNcn. Mr. 

The VlrgiDlana, Chap. GO 
Sricn, Mr. 

Pendcnnis, Cbap. 17 
SriNACHt, Lord 

Christmas Booka. The Rose aod 
tbe Rin^ Chap. 19 

Christmaa Books. Our Street 
SPLiirr, Mr. 

B»xrj London, Chap. IV 
SroFT, Herr 

Christinas Books. Mn. Perkins's 
BaU 
Spooheb, Tom 

The Adventures of Philip, Qmp. 
30 
Spookkt, Ensign 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 13 

Pendennis, Chap. 61 

The Diary of De U Pluehe 

The Adventures of Philip, Cbap. 

Spkadeaole, Sir Jorn 

Pits-Boodle Papers. Confessions 
Snio, Col. 

Cbrlstmaa S«oks. Our Street 



Sraisc, FsED 

Chrititmai Books. Mrs. P«rtiDi'i 
BaU 
Sratxu, Tom 

PendennU. Chap. IS ^m 

The Nrwo»tiics, Clup. ii ^^M 
SrsiKUTr. Mrs. ^^U 

C^hcrinc, Chap. S ^H 

SnixuBocK. CtHint 

Hcnrj- F.smcMtd, Book 3, Chsp. S 
SraiNCBiicE. Mine. 

Piti-Boodle Pupers. Dorothea 
Smisoes. Mr- 

The Bedford-Ro»- ConspirsirF, 
Chap. 1 

Pendennis, Chap. IT 
S»tT. Dr. 

Christmas Boolts. Dr. Birch 
Srmaiea, Prof. 

The Adventures of Philip, Cbsp. 

Sruaann, Sir Ralth 

The NewcooKS, Chap. 36 
(CoL) The Diaiy of De la PlnAe 
SaVANDCBmui, Lord 



The Virginians, Chap. 35 
SQUAkts, the. of Dosley Parte 
Pendennis, Chap. 35 

SOnABCTOCI 

The Adventures of FhUlp, Chap. 5 
SQDARtTots, Lord Chancellor 

Christmas Books. The Rose and 
the Ring, Chap. 6 
Sain LIS, Dr. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 19 

Hen's Wives. The Rsvenswlng, 
QiBp. 6 
SamMXT, Mr. 

Men's Wives. The Ravenswliig. 
Chap. 6 
SoDnnoPr 

A Legend of the RUne, Chap. 10 
SaDixTOif, Miss 

Denis Duval, Chap. 6 
Stack, Mr. 

The Virginians, Cbap. M 
Stacktou 

The Adventures of Philip, dw^t-T 
Staib, Lord 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 5 

The Virginians, Chap. 83 
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Yellowplush Papers. The Dairy 
of George IV. 

Stammer, Mrs. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 17 

Stab, Mrs. 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
93 
Steele, Mrs. 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 15 

Steele, Dick 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 6 
The Virginians, Chap. 41 
Catherine, Chap. 5 

Stephens, Miss 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswlng, 
Chap. 4 

Sterke, Mr. Roger 
Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 1 

Sterxhold, Mrs. 

A Little Dinner at Hmmins's, 
Chap. 7 
Stetke, Lady 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 47 

Stetne, Lord 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 87 

Pendennis, Chap. 1 

The Newcomes, Chap. 10 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

Stick VEY, Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 64 

SnFFELKIND 

The Fatal Boots. March 

Sttffhtsy, Hon. Mr. 
The Fatal Boots. March 

Stillikgfleet 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 9 

Stiltoh, Duchess of 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

Stiltz, Mr. Vow 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 6 

Stokes, Capt, Mrs. and Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 65 

Stokes, Mrs. 
Great Hoegarty Diamond, Chap. 3 
Capt. Rook and Mr. Pigeon 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 19 

Stokes, Bob and Seuna 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 3 

Stooks, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 65 

Sroopm (FoKER*8 man) 
Pendennis, Chap. 8 



Storer, Tomr 
The Virginians, Chap. 40 

Storr 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Straasbouro, Archbishop of 
The Newcomes, Chap. S8 

Straasbouro, M. de 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 19 

Strachax, Sir Richard 
Pendennis, Chap. 11 

Strachino, Marchese Alessakdro 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

Straightwaibt, Dr. 
Lovel the Widower, Chap. 6 

Straw, Mr. 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
10 

Stricklakd, Mr. 
Yellowplush Papers. Epistles to 
the Literati 

Stroho, Capt. Edward (Chevalier) 
Pendennis, Chap. 29 

Stroxoitharm, Lord 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
19 

Stroxgitharm, Mr. 
The Bedford-Row Conspiracy, 
Chap. 2 

Strumpff, Baron 
Cox's Diary. Down at Beulah 

Strumpff, Madame 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 63 

Strumpff, Prof. 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 6 
Fitz-Boodle Papers. Confessions 

Struther, Capt., Mrs. and Miss 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
BaU 

Stubble, Ensign 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 13 

Stubbs, Mr. 
Cox's Diary. A Tournament 

Stxtbbs, Eliza and Lucr 
The Fatal Boots. August 

Stubbs, Robert 
The Fatal Boots. January 

Stxtbbs, Thomas 
The Fatal Boots. January 

Stuffle, Lieut. 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 3 

Stultz, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 8 
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Tlw Ai l»nttm » ot Philip, Oiap. 

A LHthr Ubiaar at TlnaUits-ii. 
Omp > 

VuHjr Fair, Owp. <1 

T)i> VlrflnUiia, Clapi. M 
SrcxuKu. Mr. 

Vanity Fair. Chap. H 

PcoiknnU Chap. 9 
SCDUT, IjvI; d« 

Cn'» IMv?. Dtm-n •( BeuUb 
SemiLK, l.«<tT 

Tte VirirlBiuis. Owpw IT 
SvumtK, Tom 

Barry Lnidon, Chap. I 
SvMxra, nr. 

"nif Virptninn*, Clmjv 91 

Tbe \1reinUm, Cbiqt. 99 
SnrDCtLAKik Lord 

Hcniy EMDOnd, Book 2, Chap. 1 
SiTCTcn, EucABcm 

Ihe AdTcntures of Philip, Chap. 
18 

The Mrginiaiu, Chap. 3T 
Stahbeb, Lieut. 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 
1 
Swallowtail, (M. 

Pendennis^ Chap. 4 

SWANO 

Men's Wires. Mr. and Hra. 

Frank Berry, Chap. 1 
SwAKO, Capt. 

The Adrenturei of Philip, Ch^. 

40 



SwAHKET, Capt (of the Body 
Gusrd) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 60 
SwAKKT, Mr. Horace 

Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 
SwAiTz, Miss 

Vanity Fair, Chap. I 



SwAVTz, Mr. (ichnoliBate of 

Gtowiri) ^^ 

Vanity Pair, Ch^. M ^H 

The Xenrponie*, Oiap. 3 

Pcndcnnc. Chap. » 
Swirt. Bill 

Great Hoggarty Dlnmond, Cb«p.3 
SwiDBv (old). Mn. 

A Slutbby Genteel Story, Chap. S 
SWICXT, Ht. Joceph 

A Sh«bhy Gcntcd Storj", Oiiip. 3 
SwisSTV, Boi 

Great Hogparty Diamond. Chnp.) 

Paris Sketch Book. A Gambler'} 

Death 
The Professor 
SwaHTAii. Dr. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 5 

TTie Kntnl Boots. Febniary 

Men's Wives. The Raieasning, 

Chap. 6 



lite Xewcomes, Chap. TO 
Tal«oti. Viscount 

Christmas Books. The Kkkle- 

Taluui, Marshal 

Henrr Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 9 

Catherine, Chap. ] 
TAUtADai, Capt. 

The V Iranians, Chap. 9 
TALoxaocoE, Chevalier nc 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 38 

TalTDT 

The Newcomes, Chap. 41 

TAltDTMAN 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 53 
TAynius Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 63 
Taktallak, Lord 

A Little Dinner at Timmins's, 
Chap. S 
Tafewill, Mr. 

Barry L>-ndon, Chap. 19 

The Diary of De la Flucbe 
Tapewoh, Lord 

Vanity Pair, Chap. 69 
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Taplow, Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 14 

Taplow, Mrs. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 55 

Taaleton, Gen. 
Bariy Lyndon, Chap. 18 

Tabquix, Lord 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
BaU 

Tatham, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. Q 

Tavish, Col. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 97 

Tatloi, Bishop 

Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 9 

Txheran 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
34 

Tenxisox, Lord Georoe 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 6 

Tebbibile 
The Newcomes, Chap. 35 

Texter, Mr. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

Thackwaite, Miss 
Pendennis, Chap. 4 

Thady 
Barry Ljmdon, Chap. 16 

ThMe, Prince 
The Newcomes, Chap. 99 

Thetforo, Bishop of 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 13 

Thinoambury, Lord 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
33 

Thistlewood, Lady Axgelika 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Thistlewood, Lady Blaxchb 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 28 

Thistlewood, Miss Helen (Mrs. 
Pexdexxis^ 
Pendennis, Ctiap. 9 

Thompsox 

Pendennis, Chap. 18 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 1 

Thompsox, Faxxy 
The Newcomes, Chap. 31 

Thrale, Mrs. 
The Virginians, Chap. 53 

Thrum M, Lady 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 6 



Thrumm, Sir Georoe 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
35 

Thrupp, Mai or Tom 
Major Gahagan, Chap. 1 

Thumper, Tom 
The Diary of De la Pluche. On 
Time Bargings 

Thumpixgtox, Rev. Mr. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 8 

Thuxder, Capt. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

Thurtell, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

11 
Paris Sketch Book. The Painter's 

Bargain 

Thuryfer, Rev. Cyril 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

Tibbalt, Col. 
The Virginians, Chap. 41 

Tickelsterx, Col. 
A Legend of the Rhine, Chap. 13 

Tickler, Dr. Tobias 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 

Ttod, Bill 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 7 

TroDLER, Fred 
The Newcomes, Chap. 43 

Ttodler, Tom 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
33 

Ttomus, Cornet of Dragoons 
Pendennis, Chap. 4 

TiDBWELL, Miss 
The Newcomes, Chap. 19 

TiERCELix, M. le Comte 
The Newcomes, Chap. 31 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 

TiFFIX, MiXIMUS 

Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 

TiOER, Mr. 

Pendennis, Chap. 49 

TlOGIXS 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 7 

Tilbury, Mr. 
Character Sketches. The Fashion- 
able Authoress 

Tim (Mrs. Barry's servant) 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 1 

TiMBURY 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
18 
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TiMM 



., Mr^ 



The Xewpomes. Chap. ^ 

A Litlle Dinner at Timmuu's, 
Chsp. 1 
TiMMixt, Mailer Fikdikasd 

Christinas Boiks. Dr. Birch 
I'iMMiNh Mr. and Mrs. Firninr 
A LJttte Dinner at Timmlns's, 
Clmp. 1 

TiMMINm FbEDEIICK 

llir Diary of Dc la Pluchc. On 
Time Bargings 
Tiu^ASV. Dr. 

Tlie Newrooics, Chap. 3 
TiMM>H, Miss 

Clurocter Sketches. The Artists 
TiMsos, Mr AriiisTi-s :iM Mrs. 

Character Slutcbefl. The FaahioD- 
able Authoress 
TiiooH, Bubua-Jaxx and Fn- 

Charader Sketches. The Fashion- 
able Authoress 
TiHKES, Mrs. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. T 
TiMKLEB, MaJ.-Gen. 

Major Gahagao, Chap. 2 
TiNTO, Dick 

The Newcoines, Chap. IT 



Tirr 



I, Mr. 



Christmas Books. Dr. Birch 
TipriMs 

Hen's Wives. Mr. and Mis. 
Frank Berry, Chap. 1 
Tirrorr, Marchioness 

Barry Lyndon, Chap, 14 
TiFHirr, Marquis of 

Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 
3 
TiFTOFr, Marshal 

Vanity Fair, Chap. S3 

TlPTOFT, GlANIT 

Pendennis, Chap. 2B 
TrrHABsn, Michael Anoelo 

Paris Sketch Book. A Gambler's 

Death 
A Shabby Goited Story, Chap, g 



Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkiiu't 

BaU 

Christmas Books. Our Strtri 

Chri&tma^ Books. The Kickle- 

(Samvgl) Great Hoggarty DU- 

mond. Chap. I 
TrrMAasii, Miss Wibxt 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chkp. 

e 

TiTrtsr 

Men's Wives. Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Berry, Chap. 1 
TrrcB 

The Newcomes. Chap. Jl 
ToAniy. Miss 

The Newcomes, Chap. 43 
ToAor, Miss 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Peikini's 
Ball 
ToADr, Tom 

\atiity Fair, Chap. 61 
TwAoo, Lord Bistiop of 

The Newctmes, Chap. 11 
ToasiMB, Mr. 

The N'ewcocnes, Chiq). 90 
ToDCAsna, Sir John 

Fiti-Boodle Papers. Confesslopt 
Toon, Master 

Vanity Pair, Chap. 58 
Todd, Mr., Mrs., and Miss Mabia 

Vaoity Fair, Chap. 5S 
Toddle Bi, Lord 

Lord the Widower, Chap. 4 
ToDDT, Dr. 

Christmas Books. Hrs. Peitin)'! 
Ball 
TooHOHTEB, Jack 

The Newcomcs, Chap. 59 

Tbe Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
21 

Fiti-Boodle Papers. Confc«sk«i 
TonnoaDEH, Lord 

The Newcomts, Chap. 11 

The Adventures of Plulip, Chap. 4 
Torrr, SeH. and Mrs. 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 43 
Tons, Mrs. 

Henry Esmond, Botdi 9, Chap. IS 

TOIMETIE 

Yellonplush Papers. Mr. Deuce- 
ace at Paris, Chap. 7 
ToKKiT, Dr. 
The Newconies, Oiap. 9S 
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ToxKLT, Miss 
Christmas Books. Our Street 

TOLMASH 

Men*s Wives. Mr. and Mrs. Frank 
Berry, Chap. 1 

TOMKIXS 

The NewcomeSy Chap. 9 

ToMKiKsoir, Maj. 
The Newcomes, Chap. 5 

TOMUXSOK 

The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 

Tompkins 
The Newcomes, Chap. 74 

ToMPKixs, Serjeant, Mrs. and the 
Misses 
Christmas Books. The Kickie- 
burys 

TOMPKIXS, POLLT 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 8 

ToMPKTKS, Mrs. Toddle 
Hie Newcomes, Chap. 14 

TooDLB, Mr. 
Pendennls, Chap. 49 

Toole, Miss Biddy 
Barry L3rndon, Chap. 14 

Toole, Mr. 
Barry Lyndon, Chap. 4 

Toop, Rev. Mr. 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
Ball 

TOPHAM 

The Newcomes, Chap. IS 

ToPHAM, Mr. 
Christmas Bodks. The Kickle- 
burys 

ToPHAM, Thos. 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 9 

Topladt 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 7 

TOPPLBTOK 

The Newcomes, Chap. 43 

TOPSHAM 

The Virginians, Chap. 43 

TOBCT, M. DE 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 1 

TosTT, Chevalier 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 

ToiTB, D*AuvEioKE, Chcvalicr db ia 
The Virginians, Chap. 65 

TouB DB FoBCB, Marquls db la 
Pendennis, Chap. 43 



TOURKEFORT, M. DE 

Henry Esmond, Book 9, Chap. 15 

Towleb 
Pendennis, Chap. 36 

TowxLET, Eliza 
Cliristmas Boolcs. Our Street 

TowKSEKD, Lieut. 

The Virginians, Chap. 74 
(Lord) Barry Lyndon, Chap. 14 

Towbowski, Prince 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

TowzER, Aunt 
Great Hoggarty Diamond, Chap. 3 

TozER, Tom 
Christmas Books. Mrs. Perldiis*s 
Ball 

Trail, Mr. 
Pendennis, Chap. 89 
The Virginians, Chap. 1 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
34 

Trail, Rev., Mr. and Mrs. 
Vanity Fair, Chap. 47 

Trabipolike, Mile. 
Christmas Boolcs. Our Street 

Trakt, Lieut 
Henry Esmond, Chap. 6 

Trap, Hon. Capt. 
The Diary of De la Pluche 

Trapbots, Lady 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 5 

Tra8-o6-Moxte8, Mme. Dolores db 
Men's Wives. The Ravenswing, 
Chap. 6 

Travers, Capt. 
Fitz-Boodle Papers. Confessions 

Trecothick, Sir John 
Barry L3rndon, Chap. 17 

Trefoil 
Pendennis, Chap. 30 

Treoarvax, Sir Johh and Lady 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
34 

Trehawk, Lord 
Pendennis, Chap. 3 

Trehawk, Ladies Emilt and 
Barbara 
Pendennis, Chap. 9 

Tremlett, Mr. 
The Adventures of Philip, Chap. 
31 

Trent 
Diary of De la Pluche. A Letter 
from Jeames 
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'I'aoLt. Mr. 

Mcn*« WiTcs. The Rnvetisirinfr, 
CUnp. 1 
TNtniju. Mr. 

Denis Ihivnl, Chiip. 4 
TiKTT. Tom 

Henry Ksmand, Book 3. Chap. 4 
Tiiaui'ixT, Mr. 

Ocnia Duval. Chap. 6 
Trim. I.nrd 

ITw AdvmturM of Philip, Clmp. 

liic NrwrnmiM, QiRp. ii 
TiiMHKR, Mrs. 

ChrUtmiu Books. Our Street 
Tiirrn, MIh 

The Adirnluru of PblUp, Chap. 
SU 
Txri-KT 

Cutlierine. Cb«p, 3 

B]uri>eard's Ghoat 
TaifPETT, Boi 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
Ball 

TlISTANV 

Major Gahagtui, Chap. S 

TlOIIBOULEI 

Paris Sketch Book. The Painter's 
Bargain 

TlOTTES 

Vanity Pair, Chap. 60 
Tioma (valet) 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 96 
TaoTTEB, Mr. 

Pendennls, Chap. 33 

The Virginians, Chap. 38 
TioTTEa, Mrs. 

The Newcomes, Chap. 10 
TioTTri, Mrs. and Miss 

Christmas Books. Mrs. Perkins's 
Ball 
TaoTTEB, Bob 

Tlie Neweoroes, Chap. 18 
Tioma, Miss Flora 

The Adventures of I%Ulp, Chap. 

Truciises, Count PB 
Paris Sketch Book. Little Poin- 

TlUFnONV, M. DR 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 51 



TRrMFBjtPACE, Count 

Pits- Boodle Papers. Dorothea 
TsrnPER. Hon. Mewrs. 

Cijx"s Dinrj. First Rout 



Peiidennis. Chnp. 18 
T«r«pisoTo>.. iMdy 

The Virginians. Chap. 31 
Bnrry Lyndon, ChB[^ 14 

Til) MPI KOTOS. I^r<l 

Fitz-BoodJc Pupers. Confesiionl 
Trfscheos, Mr. 

A Little Dinner at Timmins't, 
Chap. 5 
Tt-BBd, Mr. 

The Virginians, Chap. 69 
TrcKEi. Mrs. 

Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 9 

TCCKEH. CbARLES 

ITie Newcomes, Chap. BT 
TuciitB, Lrcv 

Tlic N'eu-conies, Chnp. 10 

TiTDLOW 

Great Hoggarty Diamond, Cbsp.3 
TiTFFiM, Mrs. 
The Adventures of PhUip, Chsp. 
29 
TiTTTBUirf, Misses Aitita-Uaxia, 
Doti-T and Sukt 
A Shabby Genteel Story, Oiap. S 
TcrTHUMT, Lady Emilt 
Pits^Boodle Papers. Confessions 

TrfTHCJJT, TOM 

Pendennls, Chap. 46 

The Newcomes, Chap. 49 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. T 

The Adventures of PhiUp, Chap. T 
(as Tufton Hunt) 

Cox's Diary. First Rout 
Tuna, Gen. Sir Georor 

Vanity Fair, Chap. 9g 

The Newcomes, Ctiap. 36 

Flts-Boodle Papers. Conftt^ons 
TuooERioaE, Mr. 

Cox's Diary. The Announcement 
TnooERinoE, Mr. Joiin 

Cox's Diary. The Annonncement 

TUMRLE, Sir RUMRLR 

A Shabby Genteel Story, Chap. 1 
ToNRTAL, Mr. 

Henry Esmond, Book 3, Chap. 1 
TuRNRULi, Lady Johk 

Pendennls, Chap. 15 
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TUBHEE, Dr. 

Henry £smond. Book 1, Chap. 1 

Tushes, Mrs. 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. 3 

TnsHEE, Tom (Rev^ 
Henry Esmond, Book 1, Chap. S 
The Virginians, Chap. 18 

TuTBURT, Lord and Lady 
The Virginians, Chap. 85 
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I. W. M. Thackzbat. From a drawing by Samuel Laurence. 

II. House at No 13, Youno Street, where "Vanity Fair'* was 
written. 

III. The Letfes before Waterloo (drawing by Thackeray). 

IV. BoEHM*8 Statuette of Thackeray. 

V. No. 1, Hare Court, Tempije, where Thackeray read Law in 
Taprell's Chambers. 

VI. View ik Trikitt College, Cambridge (showing the two windows 
of Thackeray's rooms). 

VII. Portrait of Thackeray Readiko, from a sketch by Samuel 
Laurence. 

VIII. The Cloister, Charterhouse, showing the tablet erected to 
Thackeray's memory. 

IX. The Rue Godot de Mauroy, Paris, where the end of "The 
Newcomes" was written in 1855. 

X. Portrait of Thackeray, from the painting by Samuel Laurence 
in the Reform Club, London. Reproduced for this edition by 
permission of the Committee of the Reform Club. (Copy- 
right.) 

XI. Clevedok Court, Somersetshire, the original of Castlewood in 
Esmond. 

XII. Portrait of Thackeray. From a photograph in the possession 
of Mrs. James T. Fields, reproduced by permission for the 
Kensington Edition. 

XIII. 36, Onslow Square. 

XIV. Sir George, my Lady, and their Master (drawing by Thack- 

eray). 

XV. Thackeray's House, No. S, Palace Green, Kensington. 
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XVI. 

XVII. 

XVI I L 
XIX. 

.\x. 

XXI. 

XXII, 
XXIII, 



TiiAXKiaiTiKo (drawing by Frtdfrick Wttlker). 
GkiV Atviji-b 11 THK CoL'(T-rAkD or THE Iiiiiiiuit Or Fnsci. 
From tt print. 



Tii*cKn«r AT TniBTT. Prom a dnpirrreutype In the posstsskin 

of jMr*. .Ininn T. Fipltln. Hrptwlucetl by pcrmissioD for the 

Keiulnfitini VMWaa. 
Tmk Himi. AT GutNoAitrr. From a drawing. 
TiiAtKUAT. Vrotn lh« prnt-ll drnwliig by D. Maclise; B..4., bj 

pcTmis!iirin of Ihe CommJItw of the Garrirk CJob. 
TiiACKRaAT. Vtom a i»mcl] drHwliig hy Hnrlow While, repro- 

iluccd lij pfnubsion of the Master of Churteriunisc 



XXIV. 
XXV. 
XXVI. 



Gband P01.KA (drawing bf Thackeray). 

The Sm or Taaai'i Tatun (The Ballad of Bouillabaisse). 



XXIX. 

XXX. 



XXXI. 
XXXII. 



TBACEiaAT SriAUKa, from a pencil sketch by C. Martin. 
Tbackrbat. From a photograph t>y Brady, in the collecUoo of 

Chief Juillce C P. Daly, now belonging to Hra. Henij R. 

Hoyt. Reproduced by her permission. 
The Out " Pdxch " Omci in Bocnaia SnEET. 
Mm. BaooKmuD, from a drawing by Thackeray. 
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